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By the moſt Eminent Hands 1n the two Famous Uriver- 
fities, and by ſcveral Others. 
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For ev'n when Death diſſolve's our Humane Frame, | £ 
The Soul returns to Heav'n, from whence it came, 
Earth keep's the Body, Verle preſerves the Fame. 


Mr. Dryden, in his Epiſtle to his Kinſman, in his Fables Ancient and Modern. 
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Wilham Stephens, Eſa; 
Of Barton, zz the Ifle of Wight. 


SI R, 

H E great Worth of the Deceas'd, who 
15 the Lamented Subject of the follow- 
ing Poems, and the great value You had for 
His ineitimable Compolures, will, We hope, 
render the Preſent which is made to You of 
'*m, more 2icceptable. You have too great 
a knowledge of His Merit, to wantany thing 


to be ſaid here in it's behalf, and are fo un- 


willing to hear any Panegyric on Your own, 
that We {ſhall omit the Common way of De- 
dications. And, fince it is no News to thoſe 
who have the Honour of Your Acquain- 
tance, to be told, You are the Delight of 
the Country You live in ; that Your Tem- 
per is without Atectation, Your Behaviour 
Courteous ; Your Generolity bounded with 
Diſcretion ; and that You have all the Po- 
liteneſs of the City in an Ifland ſo remote 
from it.Weſhall only beg the favour of Your 
Patronage for what is Conſecrated to the 
Memory of a Gentleman, who when Living, 
deſerv'd more. than one Merenas, and beg 
leave to Subſcribe, 


SF 
Tour moſs Humble, _ 
and moſt Obedient $ ervants, 


Henry Playford. 
Abel Roper. 
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The Bookſcllers to the 
EEAD EK. 


Hough the Gentlemen who have contributed to this Ex- 

cellent ColleAion ſtand in need of no Advocates to Vin- 
dicate what they have Written: Yet the Refledions of ſome who 
decry'd the Deſign, becauſe they had no concern init, and the 
Malice of others, who gave it out for an Un-corred and Tri- 
[ling- Performance, renders a defence of it wholly Neceſſary. 
[he Reader will ſoon be ſatisfied, that the Care which has 
been taken in Compiling this Volume, has been more than has 
hitherto been uſual in Collefions of this Nature, and will 
agree with us, that Juſtice has been. done to the Great Man 
they are written in Honour of. As the Gentlemen whom we 
have entruſied with the Superviſal and Choice of the ſeveral 
Poems, have had our Thanks, ſo we queſtion 20t, but they will 


have thoſe of the Reacter : 
And if ſome Gentlemen among the many others, whoſe Ver- 


ſes are not inſerted, ſhould take it amiſs, we can excuſe our 
elves no cther way, than by giving them to underſtand, we are 
ſatisfied of the Fudgment of thoſe Learned Gentlemen, who 
did us the favour of making Choice of the moſt Valuable Per- 
formances, though they may perhaps call it in queſtion, be- 
cauſe it has run Counter to theirs. 


'o 3 
& K 


Wo 


> 


Dos Rr und ch 
| —— ——— 


LUGIUS BRKIFAN ECL 


— — 


To the MEMORY of 


/ 
vw HEN Kings or Poets (greater Monarchs) die, 
Who can refuſe a Tribute to their Hearle ? 


( For even they muſt yield to Deſtiny ) 
A grateful. Tribute of a weeping Verle ? 


When Poets fall, Death ſtrikes a general Blow, . 
And Kings and Kingdoms ſhareithe Mighty Woe ; 
They and their Deeds together would decay, 

Their Kingdoms tOO NUW Nouriſhing, and gay, 


And low in Ruines and Oblivion lie, . 
Were not ſome pitying Poer nigh, 


Muſt ſhortly yield to ſome fierce Enemy, | | 


Troy {till remains a Foyl to envious Age, _ 
And dares the Gracian's Power and Goddels's Rage ; 
Embalm'd in Sacred Rhimes its Heroes live, 
Nor ſhall &en Time their Memory ſurvive : 
But Greece no more this Noble Song ſhall boaſt, 
And Rome's laſt Refuge is in Maro loft : 
B Rome 
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Rome govern'd {till in that harmonious Song ; 
But now the Glory does to us belong. 

The Mighty Dryden bears aloft the Prize, 
Rais'd on the Mantuan Swan away he flies, 
Sung his laſt Song, and mounted to the Skies. 


Ye Sons of Art | one farewel Verſe beſtow, 
If yer your Griets a calm of Thought allow. 
Numbers perhaps your Sorrows may allwage ; 
Let Dryden chen the penſive Muſe engage; 
Dryden | ---=---- the Wonder of a wondrous Age. 
Dryden! The Charms of whoſe commanding Pen, 
Immortaliz'd the beft and worſt of Men. 
He rais'd forgoten Heroes from their Graves, 


And Re-inthron'd, whom Death had deem'd her Slaves : 


Fly trembling Ghoſt! --.- th* inceftuous Theban raves ; 
The frighted Laius hears, and dares not ſtay, 
But back to Acheron he wings his wondring way. 


F'en now the Roman Anthony repines, 
And the ſcorn'd Globe for Love ambitioufly reſigns: 
While bufie Stateſmen 'gainſt their Monarchs plot, 
Achitophel ſhall never be forgot. 


Nor Cromwell cer ſhall feel the force of Time ; 
Now he may jultly glory in his Crime, 
Condemn'd to Greatneſs by thy greater Rhime., 
| Prepofterous Kindneſs ! ----Sh---!l zoo in Thee 
Is handed down to lare Pofterity, 


T. 


Thou didft the Greek and Roman Mines explore, 
Refin'dſt and purifi'dit the baſer Oar, 
Before thou land'ſt ic on the Britiſh Shore. 
Thou wich new Flames didft Ovid's Breaſt inſpire ; 
Thou charm'dſt when &er thou tun'dſt the Roman Lyre ; 
Didſt wich more awtul Rage the Satyriſts hre ; =: 
Thou chac'dſt the Clouds that did their Tlicughs obſcure, | * RE 
And mad'|t their Streams more Chryltalline and pure, 
Thou'ſt raught Lacretius a far Nobler Song, 
His Numbers ſmoother, and his Proofs more ſtrong. 
Theocritus and all: the Bards of old, 
Compell'd by Thee their Myſteries unfold. 


SS DU CnEETVqnN 


But ſtop my Muſe ! unable to relate. 
His juſter Glories, let us mourn his Fate. 
To ſing his Praiſes gives but weak Relick ; 
The greater was his Praiſe, the greater is our Grict. 
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His Lawrels faded as his Youth decay'd, 
Age too, th* Achaan Muſe betray'd, 
But Dryden ſtill ſttemm'd this unequal Tide, © - 


When Years and Cares did Ovid's Breaſt invade, 


Did o'er theſe threatning Waves in Triumph ride, 
Laught at their Envy, and expos'd their Pride. 
Not Age's Froſt could thy brisk Spirits bind, - 

Or chill the ative Vigour of thy Mind. 


In vain did baffled Age purſue, 
Whilſt Eagle-like, thou didft thy Bloomrenew, | 
I” B 2 | Thy 


(4.3 


Thy powerful Nature felt no flow Decay ; 
But thy (mourn'd ) Night was glorious as thy Day. 


Farewel bright Shade! and Triumph in the Grave; 
Poets in Death their trueſt Glories have. 
The well-plac'd Lawrel, which did once adorn 
Thy aged Brow, ſhall thence no more be torn : 
Uncouch'd it ſhall around thy Temples ſpread ; 
Kings Crown'd thee living ; bat Fate Crown's theedead- 


Ch. Vi. 
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On this Calleition of POE MS upon the Death 
of Mr. Dryden. 


HO' well we know this Monument we frame, 
Can nothing add to his Immortal N ame, 

| Yet when a Thciuuc fo uvblc duth iavicc 

- Our grateful Pens, whocan forbear to write ? 

*Tis true that Dryden's worth there's none ſo well 

As Dryden's {elf in his own Works can tell ; 

Bur ſtill theſe Eflays this new Knowledge raiſe, 

That as his Merits far exceed our Praife, 

So, tho' remorſleſs Fate did never yield 

For Fancy's various Flights a larger Field ; 

Yet, He, by Sence and Judgment rais'd, more fic 

A Maſter was than Subject is of Wir. 
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On the DEATH of Mr. DRYDEN: 


By a Perſon of QUALITY. 


Dieu! Harmonious Dryden, and receive 
The laſt poor Tribute Poetry can give. 

Adicu! Thou Glory of our Ifle, Adicu! 
A long:Farcwell to Poetry and 70 Q. 
With Toz the ſweetneſs of our Muſes die's : 
Deep in Juur Tomb the Britiſh Genius lie's : 
You were our Muſe's darling, cv'ry Page 
Of 7owr's ſhe bleſt : Nor could the Wrongs of Age, 
Weaken your Vigour, nor your Warmth aflwage. 
But now for Yo ſhe droops, can ſcarce rehearſe 
Some wretched Numbers to attend Jour Here. 
In ev'ry Strain, in ev'ry Note we hear 
Sad Mclancholy Sounds of black Dcſpair. 
Not ſuch as when flaſh'd with Diviner Rage; 
She grew a Match for Firgil's Sacred Page : 
Such, as when late, on Tyber's Banks ſhe ſtood, 


£ 


And with a decenr Hnrrar: dy'd rhe Field with Blood. 


Where itvicach Page engaging Hero's join, 
And Great Mneas fighc's in ev ry Line. 

All this we owe to You, Ungratcful then, 
If Tears and 7ozr Juſt Praifes we refrain. 


For ou our Virgins Mourn ; Your Moving Strains, 


Were ſweet as ev'ning Breezes on the Plains; 
Soft as the tender Sighs that fan Defire ; 
Kind as the firſt approach of Amorous Fire. 
Your gentle Numbers ey'ry Heart cou'd move, 
Inſpire ſoft Thoughts, and melt us into Love. 
Yer there 1s not a Souldier in our lfle, 

But ſhews a Manly Sorrow at Tour P IL E. 
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(5 ] 
In oz, Secure of Fame, he,bravely fought; 
The Hero Conquer'd when the Poct Wro: : 


He knew your Pen wou'd well reward his Wars) 
And give a Noble Recompence for honeſt Scars: 


Vice from Your Satyr always Vanquiſh'd fled, 
Your angry Numbers ſtruck the Monſter Dead: 
Your happy Pen all Impious Factions quell'd, 
After you Wrote, no Abſolom Rebell'd. 

Great Zuvenal amidft the Shades below, 

| Was pleas'd, to fee himſelf Reviv'd in oz. : 
He Stml'd, and in Elyſrum gave Applauſe, 
To ſce ſo Great a Second in the Cauſe: 


What ever heretofore old Rome Admir'd, 
When Terence, Virgil, Horace, lay Inſpird; 
When Great Lucxetius form'd an Infant World, 
Of Juſtling Atoms in Confuſion hurl'd : 

What cer ſweet 0934's Sofenels cou'd Inſpires 
What cer the kind Tibullsss Amoraus Fire, 

We read in Zox. . Why then ſhou'd our Eſteem 
Be leſs for Dryden, than was Rome's for them ? 
Shall we not Grieve? No, 1t ſhall ner be ſaid 

- Britain's Ungrateful, when Her Poet's Dead. 

' Behold, the Patrons of our Ifle appear, 

To Praiſe the Poet, and Adorn the Bzer; 

Wirth Pompous Sorrow to the Tomb they 20, 
Mix Praiſe with Tears, Magnificence with Woe; 
And over his Urn ercct a Noble Frame, 

Worthy the Poct's and the Patron's Name. 


Tune I /t. Oxon * 


To 


S 
To the Memory of John Dryden, Eſq; 


MAJ Hill every Tongue, and every Pen's employ'd 
To tell the Nation what we once Enjoy'd, 


My movrnful Muſe ſhall with the reſt, Admire. 
With <qual Gricf, tho not with equal Fire: 


Fach Mourner muſt his proper Office keep ; d ; 
Thcir buſineſs is to Praiſe, and mine to Weep: Fx 
But, Ah! what Tongue, what Pen can ever ſhow (- 

This fatal Loſs, this diſmal Scene of Woe! - i 
Mute 1s that Voice! and mute thoſe Heavenly Lays! 3 

Whoſe wondrous Harmony alone could raife s P 
An cqual Monument to Dryder's Praiſe ! D 

In His own Verſe, how Glorious would he ſhine ! © 
The Subject and the Praiſes both Divine / R 
Then nals we Wit 1n true Perfection fee, 'P 
Where Thoughts and Subject mutually agree; , 
Where brighteſt Language with jyſt Numbers meet > 
W ith Virgi/s Conduct, and with Pirdar's Heat ; 'S 
Like Horace,. Moving, and like Ovid, Sweet : 'F 
Such happy Wonders did his Gen'rous Muſe, T? 
In ev'rv Page, and cv'ry Line Infuſe. © 
When Young, he wrote with all the ſenſe of Age, x 
Each ſparkling Thought was Sull, Sedare and Sage; 4 
When Old, was fir'd with all His youthful Rage. FX 
When his bold Muſe attempts the Tragic Strain, G 


How noble was his Stile ! how rich his Vein! 
Each Play he gave us, was a finiſh'd Piece, 
And rival'd the Triumwvirate of Greece. 

Then He tranſported us with gay Delight ; 
But when he Pleas'd, could as feyercly Bite. 


His 


{8 ] 


His piercing Rhime could ſmartly ridicule 

The FaCtious Senator, and Scribling Fool : 

How true he level'd his unerring Wir, 

Where every Fault, each darling Vice was hit! 
His Muſe and Mind both the ſame Dreſs did wear, 
Sharp, yet not Rough, Serene, and yer Severe. 
When the bright Fair adorn'd his Charming Song, 
How ſmoothly did His Numbers glide along / 

In what ſoft Order did his Periods Move ! 

Like the mild Tranſports of Seraphick Love : 
How easly into Harmony they fell, 

We all may wond'ring view, but who can cell: 
Tell me ye Criticks! Can your Rules of Art, 
Such Heavenly Muſick, with ſuch Charms, impart? 
No, 'tis that noble Heat, that ſparkling Fire, 

The Muſes give, when they their Sons Infpire, | 
That Warm's the Soul, which kindly do's diſpenſe 
Such tuncful Numbers, with ſuch ſhining Senſe : 
This Dryden felt, —but ah! can feel no more; 
No Muſe can hic evtinguiſh'd Heat reftors ; 

They only can afford their pious aid, 

To help the Living to lament the Dead. 


Farewell Great Dryden ! Thou ſhalt ever r land 
The Sacred Homer of the Britiſh Land! F2-- 
For ever will we offer at thy Shrine, a, 
Invoke no other Muſe, but only Thine; Bn Tals 
It thou but Smile, the Work will be Divine. 


Cath, Hall, Cambridge, SE => | 
May 16. 1700. | | | W. Warts. 
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On the Memory of the Great DRY DEN. 


N Fordan's Banks the gazing Prophets ſtond, 
And ſaw the Great £1ijah paſs the Flood ; 
They ſaw the HOST d.ſccnd the Radiant Air, 
And ſaw Him mounted in the flaming Carr : 


This Glorious Scene they ſaw with vaſt Surprize P 
For ftill they gaz'd, and ſcarce belicv'd their Eyes. Lo 


So now with us, we hear the Funeral Knell ; 
The Herſe is ſtop'd before the Diſmal Cell. 

With flowing Eyes His Friends the Corps bemoan, 
' And yet we cannot think our DRYDEN gone. 
Long fix'd Behef, is very hard Untaugatc, 

For Him Immortal, as His Works, we thought. 


Hail DRYDEN! Hail! Oh! would His awful Name 
Inſpire my Breaſt with His peculiar Flame ; 
My throbbing Soul ſhould forth in Raptures ſtream, 
And Lofty Numbers dreſs the Lofty Theme. 


I'd ſing the Labuuts ur ms watclicis ren, 
And Mourn the Nation's loſs of ſuch a God-like Mz 
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What did he not to Fame a wretched Age 
What wondrous Scencs he gave the thanklefs Stage ? 
Survey His Works ! ſee the ſtupendious Pile! 
Without the Droſs, the Gold of all our Iſle. - 
What Noble Wit through evry Volume thine's ? 
W hat ſparkling Thoughcs adorn the ſparkling Lincs ? 
The Grecian Wits He brought unravell'd home, 
And wove 'em richer in the Britiſh Loom, 


D Great 


[ To ] 


Great Plautus's Ghoſt Rejoic'd to hear it told, 
Our Dryden mix'd his Stuff with Threds of Gold. 
His hand alone could mould our Rugged Tongue, 
And make it bend to Fzvenal's Biting Song. 

Majeſtick Maro too He ferch'd trom Rome, 

And made him Thriumph here, as once ar Home. 
Oll! had he Liv'd, what wou'd he not have done? 
What Wonders had his boundleſs Soul begun ? 
With Tears I muit Great Homer's Lofs rehearſe, 
Redeem'd ccr this, from baſe degrading Verſe. 
Cloſc on the Stygian Verge the Genius ftood, 
Ready to-take the Bark, and ftem the Flood. 
What Joy it felt! How did the Phantom ſmile ! 
Charm d with the hopes of viſiting our Ile ! 
Poor cheatcd Shade ! back to your Manſion go, 
N ne darcs attempt to waft you over now. 

The Pierce the Fam'd Apelies once began, 

Could nc'cr be finiſh'd by another Man. 

Who now will care a Britiſh Muſe to read ? 

Thc Soul! the God of Engliſh Verſe is Deal! 


Yer, after all His great Archievements done, 
Ot which the leatt a Deathlcſs Wreath has won; 
Some wreeched Men, (I ſpeak 1t to their Shame) 
Have drawn A cnn Pens to daub His Fame; 
Tio all their ſpight could not provoke Hts Ire, 
Nor did He make the trifling things retire 3 
Bur Lion-like, diſdain'd Ignoble Wars, 
Aud ſcorn'd to turn, and tear the whifling Curs. 


- But ſtay, Mcthinks I ſee Great Congreve Frown, 
And Southern look's with Indignation down, 


To 


FT. 
To ſee an Unlearn'd Pen, unknown to Fame, 
In cunelcſs Lines Prophane their Father's Name : 
L | | ; | 
My Muſe, at fight of Thears, 1s Aw d and gone, 
As twinkling Stars expire before the £27. 


Dodderſhall in Com. Bucks, 


May 28th. 1700. | A. 


M. 


On the DEATH of Mr. DR Y DE I% 


Ead ! No, *tis all Miſtake, he cannot Dic ; 
*— Who crc like Aim {ecures His Memory. 
His Soul, and Fame how c'cr his Body dic, 
Shall ſhare uncqual Immorrtality. 

Tho Common Fate require his Vital breath, 
He (tlII 1s ſafe, and born to Fame 1n Death. 
His Works with each ſucceeding Age ſhall vic, 
And only with all humane Nature dic. 


Inferior Wits, like lefſer Stars, cach Age, 
Have found with twinkling light w vc ui Stage ; 


But He, like: Blazing-Star, more rare 1n Sight, 
Was rich in Wit, Extravagant in Light. 

But this unwonted Fate, 'bove all we fear, 
Tho he dy'd Rich, yet none can be his Herr. 


Hen. Hoyle, A. M 
J ſ 


Trin. Col. Canteb. 
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[ 12 ] 
On the Death of Mr. John Dryden. 


And Trorhies <qual to F:s Merits raiſe, 
A ſingle Muſe Invoke, t Inſpire their Lavs : 
Burt now there's need of all the Sacred Nine 


] © others, whe ſome Mighry Man they'd Praiſe, 


Nay, Phebus too muſt in the Concert join, (Divine. 
To make the Numbers Sweet, to make the Thoughts 


He's gone, the Glory of our Engliſh Stage, 
The Learned't Poet in the Learned'it Age. 
Sott was His Verſe, and Charming was his Song. 
His Genius ſprightly, and his Fancy young. | 
Ev'n Age on Him had. no Impicilion made; 
The Poet Flouriſh'd, tho the Man Dccay'd. ” 


They fay indeed, Art's long, and Life but Short ; 
But 'tis not always fo————— 
For tho he did the utmoſt bounds of Knowledge find, 
They were not half ſo large as his Capaciane Mind. 


What tho Impartial Fate has taken Him away, 
Reduc'd His Body to its Native Clay * 

Yet in His Works he will for ever hve, 

In Congreve too his Glory will ſurvive 3 


Congreve the Lawful Heir of all his Senſe, ? 
His Language, Fancy, and his Eloquence; > 
To whuch Eftate none elſe can make Pretence. C 


B. K. Trin, Col. Cantad. 
Alum, - | 
To 
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To the Memory of the truly Honoured 1 O H N 
DEX DEN, Eſq; 


By a Toung LADY. 


Iſconſolate Britannia Mourning fate, 


Sighs told hcr Lofs, and Tears Neander's Farc : & 

Each recolle&ted Line, renew'd Her Care, I 

: And ev'ry Thought Inhanc'd her vaſt Deſpair. : h 
| Thus Gen'rous Gricf, long ſtrugghd in Her Breaſt, {2 
| But want of Language, Paſſion's Voice ſuppreſt : Þ 
| At laſt, ſpring-tides of Sorrow Silence broke, 2 


And, in an Agony, theſe words ſhe ſpoke 3 


Ye Pow'rs above, that Rule this Earthly Stage : 
Ye Sacred Naumens of the preſent Age, 
What has Britannia done, to mcet vour Hate ? 
Why is ſhe pumiſh'd in Neander's Fate 2 


Could none hunt He, have made your Anger known ? 
' Could nothing |:fs than He, your Wrath atone ? 


He, whom 4pollo's ſacred Self Infpir'd ; 
 Envy'd by many, but by moſt Admurd: 

Who gave us Virgil in our Native Tongue ; 
And Abſalom's Misfortunes ſo D:vincly Sung. 


WO rpr EEO ON UC IE 


DRYDEN! on whom cach Scicncedid attend, 
The grcateſt Genius, and the greateſt Friend ; 
Who 7:venal and Perſius overcame 3 
He taught them Engliſh, yet preſery'd their Flame. 


F With 


47 
With Worlds of Words He did our Speech Refine, 
And Manly ftrength with Modern ſofcneſs join : 
Each Language made ſubſcrvient to His end, 
And thoſe Acquicſts as bravely did Defend. 


Not Fam'd Timotheus could with greater eaſe 
Command our Anger. or our Wrath appeaſc : 
True Meaſure with his Verſe, our Paſſions kepr, 
And as He Pleas'd, we cither Smil'd, or Wepr. 
How Noblc was His Stile, Sublime his Thought! 
How nicely Juſt was ev'ry Piece he wrote / 

But with His laſt, what Numbers can compare? 
Not dying Swan's more Sweet and Regular. 


And till Neander Grac'd the Britiſh Sphere, 
How abject did our Muſcs Sons appear / 
Thev Coaſted by the Shoar a Lazy way, 

Bur all the Inlands Undiſcover lay : 
Wuit's Empire Dryden boldly did explore, 


And like the Hero, could have Wept for more 3 

* But Gen'rouſlv He che-l-4 Hzis Mb Rage, 

And for His Albion's ſake, His Paſſion did aſlwage: 
Through gloomy Shades unlighted by the day, 
And Heights untrod, He forc'd an open way : 

For ev'ry Province Beacons did provide, 

And marks ſucceeding Travellers to guide : 

Then gave us Charts of what was Jong Conceal'd, 
And to th' admiring World, th' Incognita revcal'd. 


Oh! had ve lengthen'd out His fleeting Hours ; 
Had he bur liv'd rave made Great Homer ours ; 
Redceemd his myur'd Sire, and fſct him free 
From Chapman, Hobb's, and mangling Ogztby : 


How 


TT. 


How had the Bard exulted in his mind! 
And with what Pleaſure his Great Soul reſign'd / 


But ah! Britannia, thou complaint too late ; 
There's no reverſing the Dccrees of Fate ; 
In vain we Sigh, in vain alas, we Mourn, 
Th' llluftrious POET never will return. 
All like himſelf he Dy d, fo calm fo free, 
As none could equal, but his Emily. 


Weep, weep, Britanma, never ceaſe thy Tears, 
Bur ill cncreaſe chy Sorrow with thy Years : 
"Twas mighty Dryden gave thy land Fame, 

And made that Honour laſting, with his Name. 
This ſaid ——She Penſively reclining lay, 

And ſpent with Grief, wore out the tedious day : 
When ſudden Beams of Light around her broke, 
And in a Viſion, thus Apollo ſpoke. 


Much lov'd Britannia, from this Poſture riſe, 
Lament no more, nor dull thy beautous Eyes - 


See where thy Dryden at my Elbow. ſtand's, 

And with what Pow'r he now the Nine Command's - 
To gain his Plaudit, how they all aſpire, 

And he the Genius 1s of 4/bior's Tuneful Quire. 


Ler all thy Sons my Dryden's Worth proclaim, 
And 1n Elegiac Numbers celebrate his Fame. 


Then up thou fluggith Iſle, revere his Name 


To 
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[ 16 ] 
To the Memory of John Dryden Eſq; 


WAY flouds of Tears, and with unbounded Gricf, 
We Mourn the Muſe departed in Her Chict ; 

As ev'ry Poct Crown'd with Cypreſs, pay's 

And Conſecrates the Lawrel to Thy Praiſe; 

Weeping to ſce ſuch Hoary Merits fall, 

And blaming Fate's irrevocable Call. 


Oh ! ſacred Bard, in whoſe inſtructive Strains, 

Maro s high Senſe, with Maro's Beauty reign's ; 

in whoſe Tranſlations, we their Author's ſee, 

And truly know their Worth, by knowing Thee: 
Accept the Sorrows which thy Sons beſtow, 

And Sighs, which from our Breaſts inceſſant flow ; 
Grict 1s the only Off 'ring we can giyc, 

Since thou who taughr'ft us Verſe, haſt ceas'd to Live: 
Not, but thy Pocms Dare the Fatal Pow'rs, 

And give that Life Thou cant not take from Ours. 


Richer d Beerridee, Cent. 


To the Memory of John Dryden, Eſq; 


Reece had a Homer Rome a Virgil loſt, 

F. And well Britannia do's her Dryden Boaſt - 
And ſtill ſhall Boaft the Beauties of the Dead, 
And with the freſheſt Bays adorn his Head. 

The Sacred Wreath, that long fo well was worn), 
Shall now no more be from His Temples torn; 
No more of {lighted Merit we complain, 

Now Tom the Second, may ſccurcly Reign. 


_ Hall 


| 
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Hail nughty Bard, that ha'ſt for half an Age, 
Reign'd Lord of Wit, and Monarch of the Stage! 
Who can compare, or match ſuch mighty Force ? 
That cou'd fo ſwitt ſet out, and yet keep on the Courſe! 
We ofc have Pocts ſeen, that well cou'd pleaſe, 
Out-live their Wit, as ſome their Prophecies. 

Thus Learned Cr— ch, ſung Horace to his Coſt ; 
Thus Paradice was 1n re-gaining loſt. 


Where ſhall I firſt endeavour to commend : 
The Task 1s hard, but harder where to end. 
The perfc&t'{it Poem that the Age can ſhow, 
To Your inmitable Pen we awe : 
Tho ſome diſpute the Prize, yet ſure there's none 
That can compare with beautious Abſo/or : 
The Thoughe ſo juſt, Your Turns ſo Raviſhing, 
As void of blemiſh, as the Youth you ſing. 


Altho the Panther be but half Divine, 
Yer tor one Fault, a thouſand Beaurics ſhine. 
'Twou'd have had mui, aud bu alluw'd wworc Wit, 
Had it leſs Partially been Read, or Wrat. 
Mac Flekno till will in thy Verfe be known, 
When he ſhall be forgotten in his own. 
Thus, tho of Mevizs, nothing now ſurvives; 
The Sot Lampoon'd 1n Virgil, ever Lives. 


Hail happy Bard, that doubly doſt excel! 
At once to Write ſo much, and Write fo well ! 
Age, that in others doth the Senſe decay, 
And with the Mar the Poet wears away, 
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Made mighty Thee but more Corret and ſcarce 
Thy Face ic Furrow'd, bur it fitid thy Veric 3 
And what in Memory 1t paſs'd awar, 
[c did much more 1n jaſter Judzment pay : 

Thus when the Sar dart's up its Weſte, n Rays, 
Tho not ſo warm, 1t caft's a brighter blaze: 
In ev'ry Line, the fire of Youth we ſee; 
Nor 1s thy lateſt Work, unworthy Thee. 
New Cloath'd by You, how Chaucer we cſt-em ; 
When You've new Poulihd it, how bright che Jem! 
And lo, the Sacred Shade for thee make's room, 
Tho Souls ſo like, ſhould take bur up v.uc Tomb. 


Oh! had You liv'd to give us all Your Sire, 
And ſhewd ch Unlea-nzd World the Grecian Fire, 
Homer, who do's all Mortal Mcn excel, 

The firſt that wrote, and laſt that wrote fo well, 
You had the Bard from Chapmar's Chains ict free, 
As Virgil You redcem'd from O0g1lby. 


Long ha's He been with two Tranſlations Cur, 
Borh bad, but the Philcſopher's the worſt : 


Both have Burlcſq'd Him with affiduous Toil, 
' And Greek, as well as Hebrew, Sternholr's Spoil. 


All own You had enough of Fame before, 

And only by Your Death cou'd purchaſe more. 
To valuc You aright, an Age we want, 

(Age that 1improve's both Poetry and Paint) 
Then will thy Name to Verſe a Sanction give, 
Aud DRI DEN wil as long as Numbers, bye. 


Thus 


EL 
Thus. when at Statues of an Arzick Hand, 
With long Dclight, Mankind adauring ftand ; 
And on the Mould, ard on the ſhining Maſs, 
With Ardour, and with Adoration gaze, 
So ſoft the Marble, and fo ſmooth the Braſs. 
But whule theyre wondring who ſo well Deſigned. 
If on the bulging Baſe, they Phidias find, 
Tho from the Name, it no new Worth reccive's. 
The Noble Picce, a vaſtcr Value give's. 


Hail mighty Maſter of thy Mother Tongue, 
. More ſmooth than Waller. or than Denham itrong ! 
Pompous in Praiſe, 1n Satyr as Severe, 

As Cowly W uttv, as Roſcommon, Clear. 

W har ſecret Magick lve's 1n ev'ry Verſe, 
' That does f.> move the Mind. fo pleaſe the Ears! 
Thar Tunetul Turn, that Charming Mvitcry, 
You ſh<w'd ro none but Noble Normanby ; 

Or it to any other Bard "os known, ; 
"Tis to engaging Garth, and Addiſon, 

The ficteit now to fill thy Vacance Throne. 


Let us look back, and Nble Numbers trace 
' Directly up from Ours, to Chaucer's days; 
Chaucer, the firſt of Bards 1n Tune that Sung, 


Aad to a bctter bent reducd the ftubborn Tongue. 


Spencer upon his Maſter much, Refin'd, 
He C.-lour'd ſwectlv, tho he ill Deſtgn'd; 
Too mean the Modcl for fo vaſt a Mind. 
Thus while h: erv's to make his Stanza's Chime, 
Good Chrijlzan Thoughts turn Renegade to Rhume. 
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[ 20 ] 
Twas Fairfax firſt the ſounding Couplet taught, 
His Diction Noble, and ſublime his Thought ; 
From whoſe fair Copy, well our Waller wrote ; \ 
Bur what he wanted Life or Pow'r to do, 
Is happily at laft atchiey'd by You. 
And as what Virgzl, and what Horace ſung, 
Is ſtill che Standard of the Latin Tongue, 
So will Thy Works to long Poſteriy, 
The Touch-ſtone of our Britiſh Poeſy bc. 
Thus, when Old Rome had reach'd her utmoſt height, 
She quickly bent beneath th' unweildy Weight. 
Thus towring Tides, that can no farther floy; 
Muſt to their Father Ocean bacward go. 


Flenry Hall. 


— 


=SPASITURMHL, 
On the Death of Mr. DR YD E N. 


Damon. Alexis. 
Ell me Alexis, tell thy faithful Swain, 
Why my lov'd Shepherd thus forfake'sthe Plaizt: 
Now in this cheerful Seaſon of the Year, 


Dams 


When ſmiling Nymphs freſh Garlands do prenace. C 
Why ſhou'd the loy'd Alexis Diſappear 2? \ 
Thy Flocks are well, thy Charming Nifz's kind, n 
And Damon love's thee too, nor can't thou find, ( 
Beyond all theſe, ought to affe&t thy Mind. d 


Alexis. Ah Damon that ungratctul Search decline, 


I've News will ſhock thy Breaſt, as well as mine: 
| Thou 


i 28 ] 


Thou may | beſure it 15 no common thing, 
Can drive me from the Glories of the Spring ; 
No Vulgar Sorrow could prevail above 
Care of my Flocks, and Thine and Niſa's Love. 
' Know'ſt thou, Palemon ? D--- That you might have \ par'd 
Whar Swain of Great Palemon ha's not hear'd 2 
When their beſt Arts the Rival Shepherds try'd, 
I hear'd Palzmon the Great Cauſe decide, 
With ſuch a Grace he closd the envious Fray, 
That both the Jarring Youths went Pleas'd away. 
Ofc with commanding $skill Hed Charm the Plains, 
And raviſh with fotr Ars, th! attentive Swains, 
Who doubt if Pan himſclf ha's ſweeter Strains. 
We chuſe May-Lady before long, and then, 
[ hope to hear his Tuneful Voice agen. 


Alexis. Alas! fond Youth, thy fruitlcfs hopes give o'er, 
This Great, this Lovd Palemon is no more; 
Breathlcſs and Cold, the loſt Palzmon lic's, 
Cold as this Earth, thus maiſten'd from mine Eves. 


Damon. Forbid it Pan ! and yet it muſt be fo, 
My mind preſents. the boding Omen now, f 
Which only could Palemor's Death foreſhew. 

You knew the well-grown Captain of my Flock, 

Faireſt and beſt of all my Flecces Stock ; 

High on his branching front he bore the Bell, 

Which to th' inferior Herd did Danger tell, 

When cer the treach'rous Woolt a Slaughter mean, 
He'rung th' Alarm, and baulk't the fly Intent. 

Th obſcquious Flock neer from their Leader rov d, 


Nor taſted Graſs, but what he firſt approv'a. 
7 G Thus 
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[ 22 } 
This valu'd Sheep, a little while ago, 
Sunk and Expir d beforc the War'ring Trough ; 
The cauſe to me unknown; and as H: fell, 
A.rev'rend Nod, rung out the fatal Kncell ; 
With great amaze, tly unwelcome ſound I heard, 
Much griey' d my Loſs, but more th: Omen fear'd. 


Alexis. Shepherd, thy fears were Juſt, the ſad portent 
(s fatally explain'd in this Event; 
For as that Sheep thy wand ring Flock did lead, 
Juſt fo Palemon did the Shepherds Head. 
When growing Worth reach d forward to the Bays, 
He would with Joy, the bold Pretender raiſc, 
And be himſelf the Herald to his Praiſe. 
Fix'd high in fame, He gladly did difpcnſe 
To blooming Wit, a ripning Influence, 
It o'er inform'd; the Muſe would ſoar too high, 
And on adycntrous Pinibns ſought the Sky; 
To bring her gently down, he knew the Lure, 


And made her fall Del1ghtful and Secure, 

Or fhonld her flames on 12s Wings afpirc, 

With active Vigour hed improve the Fire. 

Bur while 1 ftrive to pay the Debt 1 owe 

To His commanding Skill, I only Show 
How high it was in Him, in me, how low. 

Yer this I have however, to excuſe 

The flowing Error of a Mourning Muſe, 

That when chis uninſpir'd Scroll was writ, 

Wehad loſt the Genizs of our Engliſh Wit. 


An 


An Eſſay on the Death of Mr. Dryden. 


He juſteſt Grief that can on Fate attend, 
We owe the loſs of Father, and of Fricnd. 
Mourn ev'ry Muſe, let all your Streams be dry, 
But ſuch as Sorrows laviſh from the Eye, 
That only can Inſpire with Elegy. 
To all Your ſotter Charms, a long adicu, 
Thoſe Beauties Sacred Bard, arc loſt with vou: 
Our Oracles arc ceas'd, our Language dies, 
We've ſcarce Expreſſion left us, but in Sighs. 


Fain would I pay the mighty Debt I owe, 
in flowing Words, but Tears will only flow. 
My kindling flame, You kindly fann'd and caught 
TI aſcend above, and ſtop below a Faulr. 
By Precept and Example, form'd my Mind, 
And Wiſdom's ſtricter bounds to Wit aſſignd : 
By others faults, inſtructed me to chooſe 
With CArc, the Graccful, for che guilty bluſh. 
Shew'd me where weighty Words, where Figures pleaſe; 
And where fair Nature ſhines without a Dreſs, 5 
And all the Sterling Wealth my Iflue wear's, 
1 own the fertile Product of Your Cares. 
But now in vain are all thoſe Labours ſpent; 


The Muſe can only help me to Lament. 


Tell me, Ye Widowed Nine, for You can tell, 
By all how Lov'd, how Prais'd, how Mourn'd he fell. 
The Genius of our Ifle! He brought us home ; 
The Learned Spoils of Athens, and of Rome. 


Anda 
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And 1in our Native Tongue, by him Refin'd, 
Their richeſt Oar, is with His Numbers join'd. 
With Homer's plenty, His Didadics flow ; 

Yet Virgil's Care, their chaſt Expreſſions ſhow. 
More num'rous Joys not Horace could Inſpire, 


Nor touch with cleaner hands the charming Lyre. 


When artlcſs Nature He eflay'd, the Fair 

Felt 0vid's Softneſs, and 7 ibullus's Air. 

And to ſuppreſs the blooming growth of Vice, 
The fire, and force of 7Zuvenal was His. 

\ Terence neer pleas'd a judging Audience 
With juſter Characters, or weightier Senſe. 
Nor Martial could in Miniature expreſs 

A cloſer Thought, or better Praiſe and Plcaſe. 
What happy Geriz turniſh'd ater Time 

With uſctul Numbers, were but Types of Him: 
They cach cxcell'd in ſome one ſhining Part 
Of Verſe, but He in all the Sacred Art. 


Ye Pious Few, that to the Muſe belong, 
Pay at his Tonib che Tiiburtc uſ y OUT Song ky 


And tell the IfFning World, no Age muſt know 
Another Univerſal Mind below. 
Tell all the Great and Good, their Glorious Aim, 


And conſcious Worth, muſt now ſuffice for Fame. 


And tell the brighteſt Stars in either Sphere, 

No Vertue ſoar'd above his Flights, but Their : 
Thicher th' aſpiring Bard is Wing'd away, 

W here her bright Fires guild an Erernal day, 

To ſing with His, Her ftill united Rays. 

—— Bur here Expreſſion fails; a thoughtful Breaſt, 
Too big for Words, can only feel the reſt. 
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» An ODE, 0» the Death of John Dryden, Eſq; 
: By a Toaimg L A D 7. 
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A S when Plebeians at a Monarch's Death, 


(Which ſhould not be Prophan'd by Vulgar _ 
With ſawcy Grief, bewail the Fate 


Of him they fear d, almoſt Adord of late, 
Preſumptuous in their Tears, tho helplefs in their State 
So I the Mxſe's meaneſt Subject join 
The Sorrows of the Great, with mine : 
And tho I cannot Tribute pay, 
T acknowledge Their Imperial Sway, 
With arrogant, yet conſcious Grief preſume 
To ſhed a Tear at Their Vicegerent's awful Tomb. 


gr 


IL 


E-. Ah! who could think that God-like Man, 
BED Immortal in our Thoughts, as 1n His own, 
Should have no greater Favour ſhown 3 
[ And tho with ev ry Art and Grace Endow'd, 
* Should have a Life but of the uſual Span, 
L And ſhrink into a Common Shroud : 
Yet ſhall nor His uncqual'd Merit die, 
Nor all the wrongs of Fate, His Lawrels blaſt, 
Tho Albion's Realms ſhould be Deſtroy'd and Wait, 
And in forgotten Ruins Ive, 
Fame's ecchoing Trump His Glories ſhall rchearſe 
To all the wond'ring Uniyerls, (the Laſt 
Till its ſhrill Voice be ſwallow'd up in what ſhall ſound 


E] 1H, Sire 
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III. 


Sure, Poets are not made of Common Earth; 
Or He at leaſt may boaſt a Noblcr Birth : 
He, who in ev'iry Atom was Infp:r'd 
With flowing Fancy, and with Rapture fir'd; 
Tho the great Secret's not diſclos'd, 
He ſurely was, like Thebes, with artful Tunes Compos'd. 
The Voices of the ſoft Melodious Nine 
In Conſort join'd 4po/lo's torming Lyre, 
And Light incffable intus'd its Fire, 
With Tuncful Meaſures, Harmony Divine, 
At the glad, Sacred, all-commanding Sound, 
With Animation, paſſing Vulgar Thought, 
The knowing, willing Atoms came, 
And danc'd into the Sacred Frame, 
And blcſs'd Idea's brought, 
Which flld His Soul, and Ours with Ranture drown'd. 


LY. 


[t muſt be ſo——for nothing elſe could dart 
Such Bcams of Knowledge, and Celeſtial Art, 
Socleara Judgment, and fo bright a Mind ; 
Like it's Almighty Maker, ever Young, 
And amid'it Weakneſs, Strong ; 
Tho Age and Sickneſs both againſt it join'd. 
But why did Phebus and the Nine 
A Piece fo Pertect make ? 
If we their Workmanſhip muſt now reſign, 
And they again the Blciling take ? 
Why was Thy Body, moſt Illuſtrious Shade, 


Like others made 2 
: Subject 
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| Subject to Caſualties and Fare, 
And comon ills, which wait a Mortal State ? 

' When thy Celeſtial Mind 

Had nothing of baſe Human kind, 
But full of Inſpiration ſpread 
"It's noble Ardour, and its Cod-like Rage, 

Whoſe Works ſhall be with Pleafurc read, 
By ev ry coming AgCc. (Dead. 


And Fame ſhall make Thee Live, tho Fate has made Thee 


V. 

Apollo once before a Temple bleſsd, 

Where all th Inquiſitive might come 
For an Ambiguous Doom ; 

And ſplendid Pomp amaz'd the Curious Gut, 
Yet with leſs Glory could at Delphos thine, 
Where Floors of Marble, Roofs of Gold, 
Did his Orac'lous God: head hold, 

Than in thy living Shrine. 
There He was check'd with a Prieft-riding Yoke, 
Nor Gill the Block-head pleas'd, the God-head ſpoke. 
But Phebus ha's been alwavs tree, 
And ſroke without reſtraint in Thee. 

In Thee with the ſame Pomp His Rays appear'd, 
As when upon his bright Imperial Sear, 

W here He the ſhining Scepter rear'd, 
Bcyond Expreſſion great. 

But Oh! thar Deity 15 Siſent now ! 

Silent as 1s Thy Tomb, which claim's our Tears, 

No more the God within thy Voice appear's 

Nor ſpeak's through Thee what we thould know. 

As from thy Lips the Graces flow. 
But 
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As from thy Lips the Graces flow, 
But all the leſſer Lights of Wit Expire, 
All glimmering lye, 
And with declining Fire, 
Since He, from whom they took their Light. 
Has wing'd His flight, 
And ſet's not 1n the Seas, but in the Sky. 


Th 


Farewell to Inſpiration now, 
All Sacred extaſtes of Wit, 
| The ſofter Excellence 
Of melting Words, and moving Sence 3 
Ye will no more with tempting ſweetneſs flow, 
But Poetry muſt now ſubmit 
To the boid, Enthuſaſtick Rage 
Of a Malicious Age : 
Which ſtead of Wonders, Monſters muſt bring forth, 
To ſtock the Times with want of Worth, 
And break the Poets, as they break che Stage. 


VII 


Pytbygoras his DoEtrin much I doubt, 
Or elfe if Thy Great Soul ſhould Tranſmugrated be, 
Ir might be Parcel out. 
And ſtock each Age with Lawreat's till Eternity. 
Oh! where is that Harmontous Soul of thine, 
Teaching more Tuneful Numbers to the Sphere ? 
Or making Stars with greater Luftre ſhine, 


Or hoy'ring through th' extended ſpace thy long Eternity 
; (of Years? 


No-— 
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No— into Sacred Shades Thou'rt gone: 
The Souls of Poers nceds mult chither flv, 
(I'm ſure they Lovers live, how cr they die) 
But Thou ſo many Laurcls here hatt won, 
As ſoon will plant a new Elyſrum of thy own : 
1 Triumphant fic bencath "Thy Verdanr Shade 
Of ever blooming Wreaths, which lefs than thoſe will f1ds 
Which are below for Laurcls made. 
Then Virgil the Renown'd, the Greart, 
| May keep His ancient Regal Scar, 
| Which there at thy approach he mutt reſign, 
For well he knows, Wit's Throne 1s Thane, 
And thou deſery'it the guidance of the Learncd State. 


_ 


VII. 


And lo! with humbleſt Thanks He greet's that Hand, 
Which ſo ſuccesfully ha's taught, _ 
His long fam'd Works, the Language of our Land, 
With Art in ev'ry Line, and Grace in cy'ry Thought. 
None their intrinſick Value can denv. 
The well-placd Pride of ancient Rome, 
Poliſh'd by Thee, 1s now Or Boatt become. 
| Sparkling with all the Glories of true Poetry, 
' And take's fromall a juſt and happier Doom. 
Orpheus, and all the Tuncful Spirits therc, 
With Joys new Dated celebrate thy Fame, 
In an Eternal, ſoft Celeſtial Air, 


For all the Honours Thou haſt done that lighted, injur'd 
| (Name, 
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Ix. 


And We, who drown'd in Tears, are left bebind, 
Are all employ'd about Thcc too ; 
And tho thy Worth too great a Theme we find, 
Ar leaſt our Gratitude and Grief we thew. 
Our beft Encomiums bur Prophane Thy Name, 
Unleſs a Congreve would a Piece defign, 
Whoſe Numbers, as they're dear to Fame; 
Can Juſtice do to Thine. 
My well-meant Trophy bluſhing I mult rcar, 
Unkind Me/pomene attord's no aid, 
Tho I ſo often begg'd and Pray'd, 
My weaker Voice ſhe woul\l not hear. 
Amongſt the nughty Men Shc's buſi'd now. 

They. They, I find, bet Charm Immortal Females too. 

Tho he 'Il not teach what Meaſures I ſhall keep, 

Nor in Heroicks will my Wonder dreſs, 

Nor 1n a ſofter 0de my Grief expreſs, 

"Tis my own fault (being Woman) it I ceaſe to Weep. 
Since this Great Man Fate's rigid Laws obey'd, 
How 1s Wit's Empire Icfſen'd and decay d ! 

Ic ſcarce a Province now appears ; 
Come, then 'tis Politick ro join your Tears ; 
Forbear not till an Ocean round it flows, 
And it an I1/land grows, 
It may be ſafe encompaſs'd with our Seca, 
But never Fortunace,can be 
While Nonſence ſhall have Friends, and Sence have Foes. 


May 7th. 1700. 


Ut 


\t 


3” 1. 
Upon the Death of Mr. DRYDEN. 
By Mr. Digby Cotes, of Magdalen-Hall, Oxon. A Toure 


Gentleman, Sixteen Tears Old. 


Hen now at length the Great Apo/lo's Dead, 
And ev'ry Muſe with its lov'd Patron's fled, 

What daring Bard will venture to fer forth 
His mighty Name, and celebrate His Worth? 
Whoſe leaft Pertections our whole Wonder railc, 
Deſpiſc our Envy, and tranſcend our Praiſe. 
Himſelf alone, could H:s vaſt Beauties ſhew, 
And all the Poet in Perfection draw ; 
Could trace each finer Thought, each Heav'nly Line, 
And make himſelf in Hs full Luſtre ſhine. 
Then had the God-like Abſalom reveal'd 
A Noblecr Plot, than he himſclf Conceal'd, 
Then might Achirophel again be View'd, 
And all his Image 1n His Son renew'd; 
Factious and turbulent, new Plots he lay's, 
And (Ull the-falſe Achitophel betrays : 


Yet fuch fair Baits the ſpecious Plots Diſguiſe. | 
*We ſcarce-diſcern the Wcll-wroughr Artifice. | 


Bur think ev'n St-----y True, and M-----zh Wife. 
Thus when ſome meaner Thoughts Thy Muſe engage, 
And Mac or B----e urge thy juſter Rage ; 
So much their Folly's, in their Wriangs fink, 
That the vile Scriblers ſeem ar leaft to think. 

Mechoughts I ſaw the mighty Phebas fir'd 
With juſt Revenge, with all His Rage Infpir'd ; 
Full of Himſelf, chrough Heav'ns vaſt Space he rode, 
While ſparkling Flames confeſs'd the angry God. 
Neglected Dryden all involv'd His Rage, 
And claim'd juit Vengeance on a barbrous Age. 
With Grict he view'd Him ſtrugling with His Fate, 
Oppreſt with Wants, and deſpicably Great. 

With 
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While all her ſelf His drooping Muſe betray'd, 
And Nature's riling Efforts, tho decay'd, 
When theſe Prophetick Curſes eas'd His Breaft, 
And thus, the lab ring God his Rage expreſt. 
Since Charming Dryden has fo late confeſt 
Your baſe returns, and prov d your barb'rous taſt, 
Still may your long ſucceſſive Dulneſs reign, 
Still may your Sons the War with Wit maintain ; 
Let C----e ſtill the Ladies Pity raiſc, 
\ And Torture one poor Maid a thouſand ways, eras 
While pleas'd or Griey'd, ſhe ſtill the Mourning Bride be- 
Lt IVays 0th TVorld in three dull years be writ, 
And want of time, excuſe lis want of Wir. 
Mav your nice Taſts contemn each Nobler Art, 
\V hile all things paſs rewarded, but Deſerc. 
Again, Ict Bluſtring B----y huft the Age, 
With words more dreadful than his Tyrant's Rage; 
He ſaid ; When ftrait. his Meſſengers he ſent, 
And to-himfelf recall'd the Treaſure he had lent. 
Flt afflicted Bard receiv'd the glad Command, 
And urg'd himſelf his Hafſt, and lefc tht ungrateful Land. 
T hus, altcr 11auy lvay rcyolving Years, 
\When the laſt Series of her Life appears, 
The Noble Phenix haſt's Her fluggih Date 
\With lighted Torch, and urge's on her Fate. 
Her mighty ſelf involve's her numerous Fame, 
\V hile on her Death depend's her future Name, 
Her ſclf, her ſelf ſurvive's, and ſparkle's from the Flame. 
This well-known Truth, ler long Experience prove, 
We hare what's Preſent, but what's abſent, loye; 
Still rivald Malice haunts our envy'd breath, 
And Poets only Trumph atter Death: 
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On the Death of John Dryden, E/9; 


Arewell, Oh more than Greece or Rome cold boaſt, 

More Worth than all rhoſe two fam'd Empires loft. 

Great Poet, whoſe Unimitable Arts, 

A Thoufand ways engag d the Readers Hearts ; 

Thy Verſe fo Tuneful, ſo ſublime thy Song, 

Thy Turns ſo delicate, rhy Periods ſtrong. 

Whoſe folid Judgment held the gdided Reins, 

Whilſt Fancy ſoard beyond Mmronian Strains. 

Apollo Crown'd Thee with Triumphant Bays, 

The Muſes tun'd their Voices to thy Lays, 

And all the Learned World gave Thee uncnyy'd Praiſe. 

Since Lrick Songs have rais'd a Laſting Name, 

Since cne Admired Poem could Proclaim, ; 

As well the Poets, as the 77eroc's Fame, | Kg 

\ Since n:oving Strains of Tender Love have made, 
Nere-dying Laurels flouriſh rouud a Head. 
And Pointed Saty rs F.rce alone prefer'd, 
To Endicfſs Ages the Cenſorious Bard, 

How, Oh Tranfcen.icnt Dryden, can we raiſe, 

To thy unequal'd Numbers equal Praiſe 2 ; 

When all their Talents made not up thy One, | 
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Which Nobler grew, as they became thy own, 
Like Fruits Tranſplanted to a Warmer Sun. = 
Thy Mem'ry ever Sacred will ſurvive, bop 
If Thy matchleſs Works that common Bounty give, c 
And you in them, like other Poets, live. 

But as you flouriſh'd 4/b0,'s Pride and Grace, 

And ſhe in you did all the World ſurpaſs, 

Sure ſhe'l contrive ſome Monument unknown, 


MAALILILAISEC 


To ſhow her Gratitude, and thy Renown, 
And out do All, as Thou baſt All outdone. 


(| L 


C. H----top. 
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To the Memory of John Dryd.i, £/-; 


TTunc quoque ſumma di:s, nigro ſummerfit Averno, 
Efugint Avidos Carmina ſola rogos. Ovid. in mortens 7 :<.:.1, 


Nceleſtial Muſe, whoſe God-head could inſpire, 
The Bards of Old, with Rays of Genial Fire. 
And Teach 'em with Harmonious Tunes to raiſe, 
Immortal Structures, to their Hero's praiſe ; 
By whom cv'n late Poſtcriry might know, 
How much the greateſt Men to Poets owe. 
You that our Orpheus, could ſuch numbers Teach, 


' And Learn'd the Mantuan Swan what Notes to reach. 
When he of burning 1/ium's Turrets Sung, + 


And told poor Dido's Love, and Dzdo's wrong. 
You that this Iſland with a Cowley bleſt, 

And choſe Immortal Dryden from the reſt. 

To rule the Muſes Land with powerful Sway, 
And make the Britiſh Tongue his Art obey, 
That we with wonder might his Works peruſe, 
And find a Riyal for great Homer's Muſe. 


If yet remains one Spark of Living Fire, 
Thar did not with your Drydes's Life Expire. 
Let me a while wich Zealous ſorrow tell, 
How much he thought, and Writ, and yet how well, 
How long he Envy'd Liv'd, yet how Lamented fell! 
Burt Oh how fond it is to wiſh? how vain! 
To hope for that, which we can ne're obtain 2 
None but a Dryden, ſhould of Drydex Write, 
And he ( alaſs!) is ſet in endleſs Night. 
Ar reſt he lics within the ſilent Grave, 
Not its own Verſe could it's own Maſter Save. 
Death knew not Harmony, nor felt the Charms 
Of Verſe, but cloſc within ir's Icy Arms. 
It Claſp'd the Bard, whilſt ro irs Natives Skies, 
His Riſing Soul enlarg'd from Bondage flies. 
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Where now his Numbers moſt Sercnely flow, 
On Nobler Subjects, than he choſe below. - 


Farewell, Thou great Departed Shade Farewell, 
No Humane Tongue, our Grief or Loſs can tell. 
Thy Mufe no more with her inchanting lays, 

To Extaſy, our Wondring Souls can raiſe. 

No more our Breaſts with gentle raptures move, 
Deſcribing the immortal Joys of Love. 

As the bleak Winter ſtops the Warbling Breath 
Of Philomel, ſo Thine is ſtopt by Death; 

Bur with this Diftcrence, the returning Spring, 
Renews her Voice, and ſhe again will Sing. 

Again run all her Mournful Muſick ore, 

But chou ( alas! ) muſt Write, muſt Sing no more. 


_ *Tis true thou long hadlt left ch' ungrateful Stage, 
Where only Congreve now can pleaſe this Age. 
Congreve the Darling of the Sacred Nine ! 

Whoſe Charming Numbers only yield co Thine. 
Yer ſtill new Worlds of Wit, Thy Cares Explor'd, 
We Read with Wonder what we ſtill ador'd, 

In Engliſh Dreſs we View great Maro's Song, 
Nor has Thy Verſion done its Author wrong ; 

So juſtly wrought, ſo lofty, ſmooth, and fine. 
That when the Latin we compare with Thine, 
Which Merits moſt our praiſe its hard to tell ; 

He Wrote, and thou Tranſlatedſt him, ſo well. 
Nay hadfſt thou liv'd, thy Muſe had brought from Greece, 
A Nobler Treaſure, than the Golden Fleece. 
Achilles then, upon the Brittiſh plain, 

Had fought and mourn'd his Dear Patroclus Slain. 
Then Chaſt Pene/ope had wept to prove, 

An abſenr Husband had her preſent Love. 

And we all Wondring at her Arts had ſtood. 

To ſee her by ſuch Grecian Nobles Woo'd. 

Yer ſtill refuſe them, with an Air Divine ; 
Though Courted in ſuch Magick Verſe as Thine. 
Bur thus it will not be--- The Muſe is fled, 
Aud there amongſt the mighty Rivals, dead. 
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L 36 | 
Methinks I ſee the Reverend Shades prepare 
With Songs of Joy, to waft thee through the Air. 
And lead Thce o're the bright zZrherial Fields, 
Fo caſt the Bliſs which their F/zzzam yields. 
Where Charcer, Johnſon, Shakeſpear, and the reſt, 
. Kindly embrace their venerable Gueſt, 
Then in a Chorus ſing an Ode of Praiſe, 
And Crown thy Temples with Eternal Bays. 
Whilſt we in penſive Sables clad bel 
Bear hence in ſolemn Grief, and pompowd We, 
Thy ſacred Duſt to Chaucer's peaceful Urn, 
And round thy awful Tomb profuſely mourn. 
Here take thy reſt, enjoy thy fweer repoſe, 
Death has ſecur'd thy Mem'ry from thy Foes ; 
And though my Verte muſt periſh as irs born, 
If thy great Name protect it not from ſcorn. 
Thine, thine ſhall ve when Time flall haye no Name, 
Eternal in its Beauties, and its Fame. 


COS OO REI outer ne. cpm wuge 


On the Death of Joho Dryer, /-/q:; 


Arcwel thou Chiefeſt of the Suns 17 fame 7 
Evn I, who formerly prefuin ww bans 
Now change my Stile, and Cejebraic thy Name { 


wo 


Nor that T writ with Prejudice, or Spire, 

But might roo warmly viadicate the Right---- 

But dy thy Faults ani *ine----- and wich 'em dy _ 
All vain, Religious Animolity | 
The Seamleſs Coat, by our Diviſions torn, 

Is by the py-ball'd Sects in Patches worn : 

Each has its Rent ( and they no more requue ) 

Which we, agrecing, ſhou'd preſerve intire. 


The way thus clear'd : Lo! Noble Ghoſt, I come, 
One of thy num'rous Train, to {ing Thee home ; 
The Triumphs of thy Numbers to proclaim, 
ind join my Voice with theirs, whoſe Voice is Fame. 


"m—_ 


"—_— 
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Scarce did Thy Phzlas ſoar a loftier pitch, 


Than whar thy own Aſpiring Notes cou'd reach : 


They did not ſtrain to riſe, or faintly fly, 

Bur with a Seraph's Pinion wingd the Sky : 
While liſFning Angels did thy Layes admire, 
And wiſh Thee there in the Celeſtial Quire, 


| Thy Human with their Heav'nly Songs to join, 


To make the Concert perfetly Divine. 


Burt tho' to Honour Thee we all agree, 
What can we add to thy Repute, or Thee > 
Short-liv'd and vain is all th' Applauſe we give ; 
Our Lines muſt dye, and only Yours will live. 


When Fomer (who is, now Thy neareſt Marte ) 
Was call'd from Earth to this Immortal State, 
That Life and Glory with rhe Gods to ſhare, 
Which has been ſince ſo Celebrated here ; 
The Youth of Gre-ce, no doubt, as One, did join, 
All grateful to his Fame, as we to Thine : 

It ev'ry ;3reatt aid warm to an Extreme, 
To be the firſt on ſuch a glorious Theme : 
Yet not a Line, and nor a Name we ſee, 
His vaſtly loner Fame has Theirs engroſt, 
As Human Voices are in Thunder lot : 


The Greater Blaze of Light rhe Leſs o'er-pow'rs; 


And ſo Thy Yerſe will once Extinguiſh Ours. 


He 'twas that did the Grec/a» Language rear, 
To all the Strength and Loftineſs 'rwou'd bear. 
The Latin, Virgil ſeated in the Skies, 

And beyond which ir cou'd no higher riſe. 


And you, the Third, have fixt the Britz/h Tongue, 


To run as Copious, and to Jaſt as long : 

Made by thy Purity of Phraſe and Senſe, 

Not capabie of further Excellence. 

So God his Boun:'s to the wide Ocean laid, 
And told it---- Hither come---- And here be ſtaid. 
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This Fate, beſides, peculhariy You bcar, 
In which no Writer ever yet cou'd ſhare : 
You ſaw, your Self, your Empire fixt in Peace, 
And prop ſo large as not Cadmir incrcaſc. 
Where Cre their Verſe prevaild, You livid tro know 
Your own receiv'd alike Triumphant too ; 
Diffuſing Wit, and giving Wings to Fame, 
There were the Roman Eagles never came. 


To grieve were yain---- We cannot call Thee loſt, 


While Britain ſtands Thou ſhalt be Britain's boaſt : 


Tho' thy Immortal Mind's retir'd, we find 
A no lefs Everlaſting Part behind. 
Your Works and You, by a itupendous Noun, 


Like Janvs, may to Deity preſume ; 
Thou there ſec'ſt all that's Paſt, and They'l ſee all ro Come. 


Twas then we ſigh'd, when Orway from us torn, 
Made all the Loves and all the Graces mourn : 
Ev'n yet the Stage her Darling's Loſs complain, 
Charming his Face, and charming were his Strains ! 
'Twas then we ſigh'd when fatal Frenzy fiez'd 
Thy Faithful Lee---- who never writ but pleas'd : 
Tho' cooler Pens his Yourhful Ardor blame, 
Withour his Fire, they'l never reach his Fame. 
"Twas then we figh'd when 0/4ham fell a prey, 
Cropt by a ſudden Blite, before his Day : 

His Lots we all did with Impaticnce bear, 

And every Muſe bzmoan'd Him with a Tear. 

So they again wou'd Sigh, ſhou'd Congreve be, 

An Early Inſtance of Mortalitic ; 

And the Expecting World ( fo ſeldom kind ) 

Lofe all the Wonders that are yer behind, 

In the unbounded Treaſures of the Mind. 

So wou'd they Mourn ſhou'd Sourberne leave the Stage, 
So jult ro Comick Wit, and Tragick Rape : 
Southerne, who, ſinging Oromoko's Flame, 

Has made his own a like Immortal Name.----- 

But Thee 'twere almoſt Impious to deplore ; 

We had Thee all—— and Fate cou'd give no more: 


With 
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Wirth Peace, Applauſe, with Years and Lawrels Crown'd 

And Life, nor Fame cou'd make Thee more Renown'd. 


pl 


Robert Gould. 


—— 


On the Death of John Dryden, Eſq: 


ID RTDEN, and Dead! what Eccho did I hear, 
That Groand ſuch diſmal Accents in my Ear 2 


Eccho, 'tis falſe, for Drydei, cannot dye ; 
He'll Live Immortal as his Poetry. 
Dryden | the Glory of the Engliſh Stage, 


Sprightly in Youth, and Vigorous in Ape. 


So Charmingly the matchlcſs Dryden Writ, 
Engroſling the Monopoly of Wit. 


Each f&ature Graceful; and cach thought Divine, 
Show'd him the Fav'rite of the ſacred Nine. 

In Dryden's ever-living Works are ſhown, - 
The Anticnt Poets all Comprized in one ; 

His Predeceſſours by far diff*rent ways, 

Courted applauſe, and ſought the Verdant Bays; 
One reach'd the Clouds in lofty Mantuan Verſe, 
Another keen Jambick would rehearſe : 

This Bard apply'd himſelf ro Tragedy, 

That had a taking Vein in Comedy. 

Till Phzbus knowing all Poetick Wir 


So choice cach Word, ſo well compa each Line; | 


: Tobe defective, and imperfect yet. 


Sent dowa his Darling Dryden to relieve, 

The fainting Art. and make it ever live; 

Who by the God inſpir'd divinely Writ, 

And made the never-fading Art Compleat. 

He found the Ore, and did refine it too, 

And having done what never Man could do, 

Aſſum'd a Swarlike' form and o're the Clouds he flew, 

What if He did forſake the Mourning Land, 

And Mount the Skies by a Divine Command 2 

There to compleat the Sacred Choir aboye, 

And Sing his Glorious Songs of Joy and Love. 
| Yet 
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Yet Dryder's ſhall ftand ſecur'd of praiſe, 
And reach Fame's Empyrem in his Lays. 
City's may periſh, Rocks may be defac'd, 
Bur his Renown ſhall never be debas'd. 
His Deathleſs Verſes, ſhall Immortal be ; 
Immortal as the Glorious God of Poetry. 


7. E/.th 


One of the Senior Scholars in Merc. 
Taylors ney Aped 15. 


— _ dam 
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Upon the Death of * John Dryden, £/q; 
4 PINDARIQUE. 


: 


HE Glorious Ape had ſcarce begun, 
In happy rounds of Peace to.run ; 


When Thou our Joy and Lighr 
Forſook the VVorld, and left us wrapt in Nighr. 
VVith Sorrow we receiv d 
The diſmal News, bur ſcarce beliey'd ; 
VVe thought fo great a Man as Thee, 
Not ſubject ro Mortality; 
Such wondrous Verſes did thy Heay'n-born Muſe, 
Such warbling Airs, ſuch Harmony diffuſe, 
That when thy charming Lines we read, 
It is prepoſterous to think Thee dead. 
But yet (as all things end, that ere begun ) | 
Thy Muſe is Silent now, thy Life is done, 
And Thou art o're the fatal River gone, 
To Death's inhoſpitable Shore ; 
VVhere all thy Rivals went before, 
And Thou and Harmony are ours no more. 


Was 


II. 


VVas Nature weary of her Load, 
And could no longer ſtay ? 
| Or did ſome kind, ſome Guardian God, 
4 | Tranſlate thy Soul from her Abode, 
And waft Thee to the Realms of Light and Day ? 
VVhich way ſoeyer 'twas, 
VVe muſt ſuſtain the Los : 
A Loſs 1” irreparably great, 
Not all the coming Ages can repair : 
Though we ſhould ſtorm Jove's awful Scar 
VVith the Arrillery of Prayer. 
The kneeling V Vorld might beg in yain, 
To hear the Mulick of thy Voice again. 
{ So much thy Skill che Angels prize, 
' They le ever keep Thee in the Skies ; 
| To make the Anthems which they Sing 
In praiſe of Nature's God, and Heaven's Ecrernal King. 


TIL. 


Could I like Thee in lofry Numbers ſing, 
Of Thee, the darling Son of Fame, 
Of Thee I'd make the Hills and Vallies ring, 
And wanton Eccho ſport with Dryden's Name. 
Dryden, Dryden, all around | 
Should the yocal Groves reſound. 
And Windsbe huſhr and ſtill, ro carch the carming Sound, 
Whilſt neighbouring Streams thar ſteal along 
In winding Currents o're the flow'ry Plains, 
Should ſtop their Waves, and liſtning to my Song, 
Riſe up in ſilver Heaps to hear my happy Strains. 
Bur hearing me bewail thy Death, 
( Tho' in ſoft harmonious breath ) 
They'd ſadly ſink away, 
And flowing backwards to their Urn, 
Through ſome dark fubrerraneous Cell, 
Where Silence, Night, and Chaos dwell : 
Remote from hatred Light for ever ſtray, 


And there thy Loſs in hollow Murmurs mourn. 
M 


IV. 


Oh Father of our Engliſh Tongue ! 
To Thee our Praiſes all belong : 
To Thee we ſhould a Temple build, 
( A laſting Monument of Fame ) | 
That furure Apes may juſt Homage yield, 
And pay a grateful Tribute to thy Name. 
Thou haſt ſo much our Words refin'd, 
So happily increas d the Store ; 
That in thy Verſe ſuch Charms we find, 
As were unknown to all our Bards beforc. 
Thy artful Numbers, and inchanting Airs, 
(As Orphexs, when he touch'd the trembling Strings ) 
' Delude our Griefs, and cheat us of our Cares, 
When thy belov'd Thalia ſings 
Of dying Lovers, or victorious Kings ; 
| Or when with Tragick rage, 
Fond Anthony adorns the Stage ; 
Where for his Love, he gives the World away, 
So much he does our pity raiſe ; | 
We pay Thee Tears inſtead of Praiſe, 
And feel at once unuſual Grief and Joy. 
Ah! then, how well may we at Death repine ; 
[OG (till'd fo ſoft, fo ſweer a Voice as thine ? 
How great a Cauſe have we, 
To mourn the Loſs of POETRY, and Thee ? 


V. 


But how ſhould we expreſs our Grief, 
How our decp Cares relate ? 
How paint our Sorrows #0 the Lite, 
While we lament his Fate ? 
Folded Arms, and weeping Eyes, 
Flowing Tears, and riſing 'Sighs, 
Are Actions all too low, 
To furniſh our fo ſad a Scene of Woe. 
Like Philome! we ſhould Complain, 
And mourn great Dryden's Death, in Dryden's Strain : 
Or like the dying Swan, with tuneful Breath, 
Bewail his Loſs, and ſing our ſelves to Death. 
Bur 
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But whither, whither would{ſt Thou fly. 

My fecble Mutc > The Quarry's much too high. 
To ſome great Genius leave his praule, 
Which may lurvive to Afﬀer-days : 

Let Congreve then in Deathleſs Song, 
His Father's Lois deplore ; 
Congreve muſt his Fame prolong, 

In ſuch ſoft rural Strains, as once he Sung before. 

Whilſt generous Montague, both Great and Juſt, 

In ſome rich Urn preſerves his Sacred Duſt, 

And ore his Grave a Mauſo/zum rears, 

To be the Envy'd Wonder of ſucceeding Years. 


Fohn ÞFroud, 


An ELEGY on the much {annie Death of John 
| Dryden, E/q; the famons Engliſh Poet. _. 


Tu Decus omne, tuis, Poſtquam te fata tulerunt, 
Ipſa Pales Agros, Atq; ipſe religntt Apollo, Virg. 


SHE careful Buſineſs of the day was done, 

| And gloomy Darknef$ reign'd where Phebus ſhone, 
When, with the Sun a Swain retir'd to reft, 
T' allay the Troubles of his anxious Breaſt, 
Scarce on the Couch his weary Limbs were ſprcad, 
And on the Down reclin'd his penſive head, OY 
But the ſad ſtartling Tydings reach'd his Ear, 
Too dolecful to be falſe, too true to hear. 
Long with himſelf the matchleſs Man he mourn'd--- 

And flumbring to th' unwelcome Task return'd--- 


He Curs'd the day that row!'d the Meſſage on, 


| And the ſhrill Tongue that made the Meſlage known ; 


Then murmur'd ar the changing Scenes below, 
Whilſt from his Eyes falr Streams diſclos'd his Woe. 
Sleep fled his Eyes, and anxious Thoughts poſleſs'd 
The reſtleſs Region of his throbbing breaſt. 
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- Atlati bis Patlion hall becali'd and dead, 


la broken Words, and mournful Sighs, he tad, 


Happy the glorious Days when thou diſt it, 


Unrivall'd in the ſacred Throne of Wit, 

When of Parnaſſtin Sons a num rous lTlitong 

Stood liſtning at their charming Phabus's Song ; 

ike Fove ſublime and grear, like Venus ſoft and young. 
How twectly would fair 4/1jor's Clitts rebound ! 

And loth to loſe the Voice, dilate the ſound 

From Valc to Vale, and all the Forreſt round ; 


No rugged Nores from his bleſt Lips cou'l fall ; 


 Phzltas infpird, as Pheatzs cholc them all ; 
- Lofty his Verſe, as the bleſt Seats above, 


Yet calm as arc the Reaims of blitSful of Lovyc, 
Sercne and ſmooth, as Ev ning Rivers row], 

As Nectar ſparkling in th! immorta' gow! ; 

And Heavy'nly magick Work s in ev'ry Line, 

And through the whole ſurprizing Fancies ſhine. 

( Oh were He deathleſs as his VVorks Divine ! ) 

As Jove his Forme ſo He could change his Mule, 

And now the Z/eroe, now the Pram., Chule, 


His Heroc lofty as the Eagle flies, 


And like the Eagle comes from upper Skies. 

See? Sec! where moſt his happy Gemious ſhines, 

Behold the Beautcous Verſe and Dcathld(s Lincs ! 

How Sweetly does he Tunc Great MHaro's Lyrc, 

An! fills but never Satisfies deſire ! 

So Heavenly Joys, with Raptures pleaſe the Mind, 

And always lcave a preſent Thirſt behind: 

The Silvan Songs, how pleaſant and how Sweet, 
Where Maro's Thoughts, and DRTDEN's Numbers mect : 
His Thoughts how bold, his Words how dazling brighe, 
When Arms and War provoke a Noblſer flight ! 

How Manly he the Grec/.» Mule beſtrides, 


And through the Air on ſtrongeſt Pinions rides, 


Oh, that He'd liv'd the finiſh'd VVork to view! 
Bur now 'tis left, harmonious Gar, tor you ; 


So Canaan's happy Plains were ſeen from far, 
But ncer receiv d the Sacred Traycller. 


Yo 


1.45. 

yo younger Joſhua paſt the Adverſe Sand, 
And brought loſt rae! ro the bliſsful Land. 

His Dram.'s ;alt, and great, and as it ought, 
Without, or Want, or over-plus of Thought, 
Nor like the Infant Mule in frothy Fir, 
Thar laviſhes away its ſterling Wit ; 
And when both Flame and Hear the Subject wants, 
Has drain'd the Fountain's head in needleſs Rants ; 
Thar, balks the longing Reader's flrong deſire, 
And this Oftends him with exceſs of Fire ; 
Bur 'twixt the two, his Veſſel 1afe appears, 
And in the Golden Medium wilcly ſteers; 
| If once his ſtabbing Pen the Poet drew, 
He ſpar'd the Wits, bur all the Blockheads flew j 
So the far-ſhooting God is God of Sounds, 
And with a Nodd the wandring Rabble wounds. 
"Twas he that made old crabbed Fuw»al plain, 
And brought dark Perfixs to the Light again ; 
So Phabus baniſhes the gloomy Night 
From our black Coaſts, on Wings of Morning Light. 
But who can all th' Immortal Beauties tcll, 
That from his Heav'nly Muſe divinely fell 2 
*I'wou'd ask a Tongue Divine, as was his own 
To make his Worth, his Value truly known ; 
Such was the Man, ( the Man becaufe retir'd ) 
His Death by All deplor'd as was his Life detir'd ; 
Unhappy Land! thy radiant Glory's gone, 
As Ev'ning Rays ſink with the Setting-Sun ; 
The Ghaſtly Truth is heard, and flies, and {preads, 
And as it flies infectious Sorrow ſheds ; 
All 41b:on's Sons with Sorrow delug'd round, 
Full of the News, lye proſtrate on the Ground, 
And clad with Weeds, and melancholy vails, 
Each mourning Swain the God-like Bard bewails : 
His Mind was grown too pure, and Heay'nly bright, 
And muſt the Carcaſs lcave, and take to Heay'n its flight. 
More he had ſpoke, but 7244s rais'd his head 
From off his watry Couch, and thus he faid, 
Long have 1 mourn'd my Son's unhappy Fate, 
But now am Summon'd on my Carr to wait ; 
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Ceaſe then to Weep till I have gain'd the Sky, 

Leaſt Grief ſhou d to the World my Beams deny ; 

[1 Garth, or Congreve, ſhall his Genius ſhine, 

Then ceaſe thy Tears, nor at harſh Fate repine : : 
He ſaid ; the Promiſe cheer'd his drooping Breaſt ; 
And Light, the preſent Deiry confeſt. 


K-- Key. 


On the Death of John Dryden, Eſq; 


SDRTDEN Dead? In whining Canto's Mourn, 
And Tears profutely ſhed upon his Urn, 
Ye ſervile Scriblers, who were late his Scorn, 
Whilſt 1 rcjoyce, ſo great a Man was Born. 
Nor in the folly of an empry Mind, 
Rail at his Stars, or call the Fates unkind. 
Cauſe he deveſted of Morrtallity, 
Has paſt Deaths narrow Poats rt Erernity. 
To grieve at's Death, were impiouſly tro Mourn 
Art's Life, and murmur that he e're was Born. 
Since Death is Life's Conditjon, and to Dye, 
As Nart ral is as to be Born : Then why 
Wich Clam'rous Plants ſhould I perplex the Skies, 
Diſturb the Air with Groans, the Winds with Sighs, : 
Or fouly fall upon the Deſtinies 2 
The Gods that gave Him, might have kept him till, 
His Being was appendent on their Will. 
"Twas in their Power alone, to make him be, 
Or to have kept him in Nexentity, | 
And not © have been's the ſame as not to be, 
One Power at Once, did Life and Dcath Decrec, 
And that he is not ; where's the Injury ? 
Forth” Bleſſings of his Life, I thank the Gods, 
Nor envy's Bliſs, in their Divine abodes, 
'Tis true, he, whilſt on Earth, moſt ſweetly Sung, 
Soft melting Muſick dwelt upon his Tongue, 
And the Indulgent Gods, they lent him long, 
His Life our Bleſfing was, his Death no wrong. 


Tito' 


Tho! gone, yet he has left in part behind, 
: The bleſt Ideas of his God-like Mind, * 
A Portion of his Soul ro Human kind. 
Dryden alone can ſpake, alone can ſhew, 
What we to his Informing Genius owe. 
| Read but his Learned Works, and there you'l find, 
The Native Luſtre of his Noble Mind. 
Judgment amidſt his Works, and Fancy ſhine 
| In every Page, and ſparkle in cach Line. 
His Numbers caſy, ſoft and flowing are, 
His Arguments, than Virgin Streams more clear ; 
Through whoſe Tranſparcnt Chriſtalls you may Spye, 
The Radiant Genis, which at the bottom lye, 
His Words adorn his Wir, his Wit his Words, 
And each to'th other matchicſs Grave affords. 
His CharaQters are all ſo finely Drawn, 
| Thar Nacure ſcems by him to be out-done. 
The Prince and Hero, in his Works you'l ſee, 
Drawn to the full, not in Epitome. 
That mighty Minds, no Fate can ever bow, 
Great Montezama's Sufterings will Shew. 
Where Majeſty through thickeſt Clouds does ſhine; 
With Rays moſt bright, and Luſtre moſt Divine. 
There Cortez, when a Captive you may ſee 
Great and Triumphant, as when Yi#o's free. 
I'th' perſon of Young Guyomar is ſhewn, 
A Gen'rous Lover, anda Pious Son. 
His various Ways could various Charms impart, 
His Fancy flow'd, but govern'd was by Art, 
His Numbers beautious, and his Beauties ſtrong, 
His Periods juit, and fittca to [1s Song, 
But now : :: Flory of our Ile is gone, 
No Nation e're could boaſt fo great a Son: 
The Muſes all his Death deplore ; ( yer 1o, 
As Widows their Deceaſed FusLanuds do) 
Not wildly without hope, for this chey know 
The Gods, that gave them One, can give them Two. (} 
Thus whilſt for Dryden's Death they're preſt with Grief. 
Fth' thoughts of Garth they teel a kind relief. 
Even 1o, let 4/b;0» mourn his Loſs, and ſo 
To all the World her decent Sorrow fſhew : 
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But let no Man be veiniy obſtinate, 

Or too profuſe in Grict, fince the lame Fatc 
Fhat gave us /7im, can give us one as Gre. 

A troubled Thought ſometimes will force a Sigh, 
yYometimes a generous Tcar will wet the Eye, 
Nature claims theſe, and theſe we cant deny, 
And may with Juſtice pay his Memory. 

But who, with ſtudied Arts their Griefs improve, 
Shew more of Oftentation than of Love. 


x7 


224) on'd by the Sight of Mr. Dry rden's Pilture at 
+ Godiry Knellers, Drawn with the Bays mn 
E Hand. | | 


Ay, ſure 'tis he ! the living Colours move, 
And ſtrike our Souls with Wonder and with Love, 
Has his ſoft Lyre diſloly'd Deaths facal Chain, 
And piven our Orphzus to the World again 2 
Such is thy Art, Great XK»eller, as relieves 
His mourning Friends, and into Joy deceives. 
They who beneath the hceavicſl Sorrow bend ; 
Who grieve not for the Poet, but the Friend : 
When they behold this Picce, their Tears reſtrain, 
And doubt a while, if they lament in vain. . 
So thoſe whom Fate deſtroys, thy Hand can fave : 
And lengthen out a Life beyond the G:.:ve. | 
Oh! do thou place on Drydes's Learned Bro, 
The Sacred Bays, for none dare envy now. 
Thus He to future Ages ſhall be ſhown ; 
Immortal in thy Works, as in his Own. 
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B. Buckeridze., 


To 
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On the Death of John Dryden, £&/q; 


; "YReat Drydes's Dead, and what bold daring Mulſc, 
(5 Shall her laſt Office to his Grave retule : 
In Tuneleſs Sounds, and inharmonious Words, 
( Such as my Infant Muſe affords ) 
Fain, very fain, wou'd I have told my diſmal Tale, 
Backward I thought my Verſe to Trail. 
"Till Wak'd by awful Dryden's Name, 
I quit the Lechargy of Grief, and Write in Rhyme. 
Why is there ſuch partiality in fate, 
T” allot deſerving Men ſo ſmall a Date ? 
While Fo--1s and Coxcombs longer Live, 


| And as they grow in Folly ſo they Thrive. 
| Oh ! had his Life been laſting as his Fame, 


Ten Thouſand Apes yet to come had ſeen, 


His ſacred ſhrine. 
And Worſhip'd him, as now they Reverence his Name. 
Bur the Malitious hand of Envious Death, 
| Has ſtop'd the Tuneful Poer's Breath: 
Nor can Apollo's ſelf the loſs retrieve, 
With Grief his Medicines, and his Youth he ſees, 
And hates their uſeleſs Properties. 
Since neither thoſe cou:'d the dead Bard revivo, 
Nor theſe add Ages to him yet alive. 
All Powerful Poer, cou'd I ſing like thee ; 
I'd ſmile at vain 4mphion's empty Name, 
= Mine, only mine ſhou'd ſtretch the Checks of Fame : 
While I w ou'd raile a coſtlicr Thebes than he, 
Rebuild Thee fron: :uc Grave, and give Thee Immortality. 
Bur Oh! my creeping Numbers cannot flow. 
Spite of thy Name, they're ſtop'd by riſing woe ; 
Yet take this humble triburc of my Verſe, 
For what I want in Praiſe, my Tears ſhall pay Thy Herſe. 
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On the Great Preparations wu for the Funeral of 


John Dryden, E/q; 


O Living Wits, all Nations elſe are kind, 
And make their Forruncs equal to their Mind. 

As they ariſe in ſlighted Merits cauſe, 
And raiſe the drooping Laurels with Applauſe ; 
So the fam'd Town that o'er rough 44drza rides 
And Laughs ar the weak inſults of it's Tides. 
Return'd a Youthful Author's Tuneful Lays, 
And gave the Bard a Penſion for his Praiſe. 
His Country's Fame, in recompence He Sung, 
And Yevice is immorral from his Tongue. | 


But wiſer we, who all ſuch Precepts ſcorn, 
And at without the Proſped of return, 
Thar Starve the Poet, and Careſs His Ur». 
To a Dead Author wonderfully kind, 
Bur rank the Living with the Lame and Blind ; 
Like David ( while His Infant liv'd ) we Weep, 
Sack Cloth put on, and ſolemn Faſts we keep. 
But when the Joyful News arrives, He's Dead, 
We Feaſt the Body, and adorn the Head. 
With Songs and Dances, follow to the Grave, 
Whom juſt before we Branded for a Slave. 
So Rome the great YVentidius once decry'd, 
The Livivg Objctt of Her hate and Pride. 
Bur Fate no fooner o'er His Breath prevail'd, 
When ROMANS Buried Him, 2: whom They rail 4. 
Owning the Dcarhleſs Fame His Arms Atcheiy'd, 
VVhich ne're had been Acknowlede'd, had He Liv'd. 


Upon 


Upon the Hearing of the Death of John Dryden, Ejq; 


EATH, thou haſt ſtruck, bur 'tis in vain to try, 
To Render Mortal, Immortaliry. 
"Tis true, Thy Dart, this fatal harm has done, 
The Fabrick builr of Fleſh and Blood is gone. 
The Man appears no more unto our Sight, 
We yield him gone into eternal Night. 
But his Grear Genius Lives, and ever will, 
Till chou haſt left not one Dart more to Kill. 
Wir's mighty'ſt Hero, thus o'recomes thy ſpight, 
Ages to come, ſhall rcad him with Delighr. 


MEL 7" 


To Dr. Samuel Garth, occaſroned by the much La- 
mented Death of John Dryden, E/q; | 


Hough Pens like Tour's, and Tongues alone ſhould darc, 
- To make Departed worth rhe Muſe's Care, 
And in Defence of injurd Virtue rite, 
And bear Gonſummate Learning to the Skies : 
Yet, ſince our Loſs 1s greateſt, We may plead, 
A right to Mourn what you can never nced, 
As Children we Lament a Parents fall, 
And for His Precepts, and his Counſels call : 
As Brethren ſuch as Tou bewail His Fate, 
Bequearh'd for Guardians of our Infant State. 
To parcel out the Bounties of the Dead, 
And Comment on the LeQtures He has Read. 


Permit us then, our Dutious Zeal to proye, 
And make a Tender of our Tears and Loye, 
As we with Sighs unfeign'd the Task purſue, 
And Weep him Dead, who ſtill muſt Liye in You. 


And 
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And who thall make us known, and ſtamp Eſteem, 


. On what we Write, ſince He's the Writer's Theme, 


Though 'midſt our Verſe no Fav rite Congreve ſhines, 
Nor Urwin ſends Auxilliary Lincs. 

Though Title Page no ſwelling Xzcat Grace, 

And Playferd's Name, takes Jacob Tonſon's place. 


And ſince Britannia's Nodleſt Sons have paid, 
Their Sorrows to this Yexerable Shade 
And with So/emnity of Grief have ſhown, 
They durſt ev'n abdicated Merit own. 
Though Murm'ring Friends ro Malice ever juſt, 
Revil'd the Triumphs of His Honour'd Duſt. 
As through the Streets, the Moving Spoils of Fate, 
Mix d Powp with Sorrow, and deſpair with Stare. 


Since the Dead Bard His Living Honours owes, 
Next to His Verſe, to Tour immortal Proſe. 
Andin W7t's Throne by IW/:-'s atliſtance Reigns, 
And ſhine's a Virgil ina 7 «/ly's (trains : 

Since Gen'rous Montay.:c a Tomb deſigns, | 

For Him He Stab d, when Living with His Lines, 
And unconfin'd in Bountious Actions ſhow's, 
How He can keep his Friends, and gain His Foes, 
As He, by coming Apes to be read, 

Pre/erves the Living, and Protects the Dead : 

Tis, and Cham, and Thame would be ingrate, 

It wnconcern'd at ſuch a Moving Fate. | 

Which gives Employment to the. Nobleſt Tears, 
And ſpeak's a Gen'ral loſs in Gervral Fears. 


And, lo! in one United ſtream they flow, 
Joyning to form a Sea of Blackeſt Woe! 
cham bred him up, and fitred Him for Fame, 
Her ſelf immortal in His Deathieſs Name, 
And Thame receiv'd and fann'd the growing Flame. 
Array'd His Browns with Laurcl'd Wreaths, which ſpread, 
Difluſive Beams of Sence around his Head ; 
And Brittiſh Bards with one conſenting Voice, 
Admir'd Their Mcnarch, and his Maſter s choice. 


But 


< 


3 1 
Bur, how He from His Throne Imperial toll. 
Wildom forbids the Trembling Mule to. tell. 
Superior Pow :5 thought his Removal fir, 
And all Superior Pow'rs can Judg of War. 


\ Bur Zjs, ro her Sorrow cannot claim, 
The leaſt Alliance to io great a Name. - 
Nor has the Taught, His Infant Genius Lays, | I 
Nor Crown'd His 'l emples with Ercraal Bays, 
Yet has She veen the tubjet of His Prailt. 
And He muſt be rhe Theme, which mull infuſe 
Brightnets, and ſtrengrh, and Fancy to Her Mule. 
AS, in return to Ficr Exaltcd Func, 
She Sings, and Dwells u pon 1t'S Author's Name. 
And made in:mortal in His Works, has ſhown, 
She can from ///z immortalize Eer own. 


Three Languages His Various Skill confels, 
And own to Him their Deccncy of Deets : 
Each made: endeb:cd to His Artful Song, 
The Greet, the Latin, and the Brittiſþ Tongue. 
And only Thrce Lament His mournful Fall, 
Whoſe dying Glories ſhould be wept in All. | 
The firſt with Clonds of F»g/i/h Rhimes orc ſpread, 
Shew'd //omer's fury Spiritlels and Dead. 
VVhile through the Gath ring Fogs no Beams could Darr, 
To make the Reader lee the V Vrirer's Art. 
VVhen He call'd forth His Numbers, in Defence 
Of ſlaughtcr'd Faney, and of martyr'd Sence, 
Telling the Secrets of his Author's mind, 
And Homer's Readers arc no longer blind, 
Bur loſt in Lighrc we graſp rhe ſhining Prize, 
Though dark before as were its Author's Fves. 
Oh! had thoſe Powers that rook him hence beſtow 
A longer Time on Earth for His abode; 
That the who/e Bard might have adorn'd our Clime, 
Reſcu'd in ev'ry part from Fate and Time. 
Bur I, in vain, a fruitleſs wiſh purſue, 
We have no Hope unleſs that Hope's in Tos : 
Oc Yours moſt lengthen His contracted Strains. 


Or all the Bard can neyer quit his-Chains. 
| P The 
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Jiic Sccona ( and what Muſe can ſpeak the Vr r002, 
Don: to the Beauties of the Latin Song ) 
Peri cried by” bate Hands, had loft its Charms, 
And Prittut WW ors had CONQUCT 'd Reman Arms. 
The Gorbs 3 Fantais teem'd again ro Reign, 
Anddirnke'a Terror throu; g0 the /ralian Plain, 
As we” no mor? could find in cither's Pape, 
An 07/45 toftnels, or a Firgi''s Rage : 
Till He, one's other Pow'rtul Genius, role, 
Anu 1rivinphd ocr the conqueſts of Her Foes. 
Giving the "ft His Nativenets of Thought, 
An. th the laſt His Fire without a Faulr. 


But if the Greek, and if the Latiz ſhare 
Thc Bou:rics of his Favours, and his Care, 
If Fore/11 Tongues have His aſſiſtance known, 
What Thatks ace owing to Him from his own ? 
Br1ttain mult riſe ( or Brittain 1s unjuſt, 
And as ſhe wrong'd Him Living, wrong's His Duſt ) 
To Vindicate His long Experienc'd Aid, 
And own a Debt which ſhe but Oddly paid ; 
When from His Brows, the ſpreading Bays were torn, 
And for His Lovours, ſhe return'd her Scorw., 
Rugpzecd, and rough, the Bard her Language fend, 
Without a Meaning, or a proper ſound. 
As Saxon Sy/labs Choak'd the Koads of Sence, 
And Foreizn Words were all Her Tongues Defence. 


Bur Dryden's Diligence, and D:yder's Thought, 


Chas'd back the Troops, which falſe Invaders brought. 


New /#zmp'd the Language with another Face, 
And gave it Majeſty as well as Grace. 

It's Periods happy, and its Cadence true, 

It's ſights /urprizing, and expreſſions New, 
Perſpicuous in it's meaning as the Light, 

And grateful ro the Ear, and to the Sight. 


Fa#er, at firſt, as Moſes led the way, 
And ſhew'd our Dark'ned Land a diſtant Day. 


Difpell'd4 ſome Clouds which Gather'd round it's Head, 


And made the Gloom of Night much thinner ſpread, 


But 


LUIS 1 
But Nature s Debt He pay'd, and ſcarce had tpy'd, 
The Darkneſs to decreaſe, bur flept ana dy'4d. 
When /ydez, like a ſecond Joſhra came, 
His Fortune greatcr, though his Task the ſame. 
And led us to the Beautious Realms of Light, 
Poſe nz what the other had in Sight, 
Bringing the North much nearer to the Suz, 
And perfetting what Walter had begun. 


Yet though his Works are all tublimely Great, 
And dare the Tecth of Time, and Rage of Fate ; 
Though 474/o/on's Rebellion ever [hines, - 

And leckro's dulineſs Spark/es in his Lines. 
3ongh Mourning ANT HONT {till makes us Weep, 
And brave FENTIDIUS Manly Sorrows keep. 
Though, All F has done dares Envy's Niceſt Teſt, 
And His wor/t Pocm's better than our Be/F. 

His lateſt Work, rhough in His laſt decays, 

As far exceeds His former as Our Praile. 

And Chaucer ſhall again with Joy be Read, 

Whoſe Language with its Maſter. lay for Dead, 
"Till Dryden, ſtriving His Remains to fave, 

Sunk in His 7Tomb, who brought him from his Grave. 
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USA, lyrz gemitus pollens, graviumq; modorum 
Lamenta! O quz bulta colis, cut funera curz : 
Quz mceſtis mixta exequiis Pompaq; ſequaci, 

Solemnes cytherz queſtus & murmura fracta, 

Unum addis Decus, & triftis folatia Lethi ; 


Hactenus Heroum interix, & communia Regum 


Fara tibi terigere Lyram, luctulq; ciebant : 
At nunc majus opus, major te funeris ordo 
Exigic: O f1 Diva pares in carmina fleeus 
Poſlis transferre, & lacrymas zquare canendo !_ 
Occidit ! occidir ille ! tibi, tibi, & omnibus xque 
Dile&tus muſs, & Photbi maxima cura : 
Occidit, ---- O Dea 1 poſ{tm non dicere! - Gallus ; 
Gallus abit ; non Mula illum Geniulq; morancur, 
Non vatum ftudia, arq; preces, communia vora ; 
Vox illi tandem Mularum oblica filebar, 
Jam comiti deſuera Lyrz, & ocialibus auſlis ; 
Ipſa etiam exanimi de vertice conlſcia Laurus, 
Sicca, & rivali cedens invita cuprello, 
Labitur infcelix, ignotum frondibus olim 
Paſſura Autumnum, dum magni ad funera vatis 
Ire parat, lacerata comas, nova prxhica Gallo. 
At nos interea, Cuos inter carmina Gallus 
Reſpexit quondam, atq; aliquo dignabat honore, 
XX : Ibi- 
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Ibimus, 1bimus, in lacrymas, oculiſq; ſoluri, 
Torrentes toti in gutras, fletumq; liquemur : 

Qui gemicus! planEtuſq; ! & quia ſuſpiria ſurgent 
Tempeltate | ruer Pectus magno omne tumultu. 
Verum quid lacrymz & gemirus ?. num talia plenos 
Sufficient luctus ? ſunc hc vulgaria mceſti 
Argumenta animi : naturag; prediga donis, 
Omnibus ifta opitex dedit inſtrumenta colendi : 
Sunt aliz marrendi artes, quas iple docebat, 

Er ſtbi nync poſcic ſupremo in tunere Gallus, 
Debet enim {olo lugeri in carmine vates. 

Quis vero ille audax numeris, Mulzq; faventi 
Adnixus ? tanto dignum qui tunere carmen 
Expediat Cytheri, atq; operz le comparet iſti 
Aqualem : ſolus tantis Congrevins aulis 

Par erir: O quam tunc tua molliter ofla quieſcant, 
Ita cuas olim f1 dicat fiſtula laudes! 

Nostamen hzc, quoniam hieri {tbi talia Gallus 

Dona velit, nos hzxc diccmus carmina Gallo, 
Carmina Qualiacunque, neget quis carmina Gallo ? 
Ergodile&tum terris Proſerpina vatem 

Invidet, & tardum fatis nolentibus Enſem 
Arripiens, vitx ſtamen-vocale recidit : 

Nunc tacito Lethes in littore ſola moratur 

Regina, opperiens vatem, & venientibus Umbris, 
Mulca ſuper Gallo perquirit, & omnis. in illo eſt : 
Szxpe manus oculoſq; ad ſtagna horrentia tendit : 
Szpe Charonta monet dictis; Cave, Porticor, illum 
Si manum in turba videas, aut forſan arena 
Errantem, ( nec ſcire labor ) fadelia ſunto 


Signa, 


(2 


Signa, illi in dextra Laurus, ſed Carmen in ore : 

Hunc age Puppe, ſenex, noſtras cito transfer ad oras : 

Sed dum carpis iter liquidum, 'impellentibus undis, 
Serva oculis vatem, ne nigre roxica Lethes 
Deguſter libans, captus novitate bibendl, 

Unde animi caligo, & longa oblivio Mulz. 

Hzc Dea , deceſſit ſenior, nova julla faceflens. 

Gallus adeſt; triſti medicum ſolatia Carmen 

Reginz apportans, non ramo gratior auro 

Zneas venit armatus, duce vate Sibylla. | 

Galliis adeſt, dignus qui fuavi Tartara & Umbras 

Leniret cantu, & Laplo luccederet Orphei. 

Te nunc, Galle, tenet torum Proſerpina, & omni 
Vare luo fruitur: dum nos duce & Auſpice magno 
Ploramus vidui, non tanto prodiga fletu 
Albion effluxic, cum Muſis intime amicus 

Wilmottus, Veneriq; ſuum prope Adonida charus, 
Occubuir, vitz 8& Geniti juvenilibus annis : 
Fluctibus hunc totis Iſis meretur adcmptum, 
Atque zgro, mordens ripas, it languidus amni : 
Nunc focios addit Chami Soror unda dolores 
Meceſta ſuper Gallo, & fimili tumet xmula flet : 
| Ergo olim gemini vatum duo lumina Fratres 
Occaſus adiere ſuos? lapſique recedunt 
In tenebras, fra&i radios, & luce retuſt 2 | 
Nobis donec erat Gallus, totuſq; ſuperſtes, 
Suffecit plenum numen : multo imbre porentem 
Indulgens influxum, & largos Carminis hauſtus ; 
Tunc Cytherz viguere artes, volucrilq; Camenz 


Fulca ſuis humeris, terras fxcemq; jacentis 
Aa 2 Orbi. 
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(4) 
Orbicult tugit pennis, & in aſtra ſoluto 
"| Aſpirans curſu, patrium affectavir Olympum : 
Huc, Gallo monſtrante viam, cita Mula ſequuta eſt, 
Sed non lcariis auſis, temeroq; volatu, 
Qualis precipit1 in nubes arrepta Columba 
Ic laplu, pennas crepitans, atq; a&ta rumultu : 
Quin meliore ala lurgencem imitatur Alaudan, 
Qurz leni ſuſpenla aura, ſele admovet aſtris 
Paulatim exultans, & iter deliberar alis : 
Dumq; viam recta vadit, multo ore loquelas 
+ Vocales agit, & Carmen meditatur eundo : 
Sic Gallus canir, & {1c ſurgit in aſtra canendo. 
Ille habiles numeros apta compage coire 
Fecir, & immiſlas ignota vatibus Anglis 
Tre via dedir, & proprio decurrere Rivo : 
Tale {1bi meruit divina Cecilia Carmen, 
His primum cantaia modis ; nunc dicimus Artem, 
' Quod fuir ante Furor:” cum raptus Pegaſus coe{tro 
 Exiluic vagus, iminenſim exfpariatus in xquor, 
| Non equitem curans, non frxna undanria Collo : 
' Nunc domitus paret imperio, & dat feflile tergum 
Servilis, patiens {timult, arq; afluetus habenis, 
Quis Deus hanc tibi, Galle, artem! quz Muſa docebat ? 
Mulcum blanda equidem quondam Natura benigno 
Indulfit gremio, cum prime ſemina Mulz 
Inſeruit puero, & Genii rudimenta fururi : 
Ars tandem inventrix operum, & maturior Xtas 
Perfecic Muſam, vatemqzablolvit adulrtum, 
Sive tibi placuit cato lermone jocari 
Como:dum, & parvi ante oculos qual! picta tabella 
| | Siſtere, 


\ 

(5) 
Siſtere diſcursus varios, vitzq; tumulcum : 
Ceu gravior tragicos admifit Mula golorcs, 
Syrma trahens longum, culrof; accincta cothurnos : 
Cedar in hoc tibi Shakſperus, fjonlonus m illo. 
Nora tibi ante altos imprimis Fabula vares, 
Virtutem arcanam, & morum Myſteria facra 
Intus habens, qualem Chauceri lxpe canebar 
Simplex munditie, & fine luxu culca Camcoena. 
Non fic Archilochus mordacem 'accucbac lambum : 
Siquando accinctus Satyra, ruis obvius hoſti, 
Bellacor, numerolq; acres in prxlia ducis, 
Er vibras calamum, & jacularis miſſile carmen. 
Sin Puerum aligerum, & blandos delcribere Amores 
Mens erat : O quali Venerem, qua Dxdalus arte 
Formabas ! Non fic ſpeculis expreſla videtur, / 
Nec talis quondam in tabula Dea vixit Apellis: 
Ipla aurem ut molli dilapſa eſt carmine Muſa ! 
| Fervens, ac fi anima quadam informata caleret : 
Hzc tacitum paulatim igaem, blandolq; tepores 
Admovit Puero, & T[ormencum lene Puellis ; 
Flete ergo, facilem vobis in Amore Magjiſtrum, 
Paſtores, & vos, mollifſima pectora, Nymphz : 
Flete omnes una Rivi, monrelq; Ferzque, 
Et nemora, hc etenim Galli reftantur Amores : 
Flete & vos mcelti colitis qui [Thameſis undam, 
Nunc primum triſtes alieno in tunere, Cygni : 
Er f1qua in Sylvis Philomela, & i1qua per agros, 
Dum Gallus cacer ora, loqui dignabirur F.cho. 
Galle cinis rantum, & magni nunc nominis umbra, 


Te fata abripiunc rerris, 6& poltulac orcus : 
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Ar longo indignus fruitur Du----feius vo ; 
Acq; parem milero extendir cum carmine vitam 
| Bl-.-orus : fic fata volunt, crudelia fara ; 
Quin propera, quo te immitis Proforging <ogit: ; 
Forlices anime Elyſio ſtan lictore paflim 
Er cupidis ardent venientem amplectier ulnis : 
Expectat Cowleus amans, viridiq; decorus 
Spencerus lauru, & major Miltonus utroque ; 
Fallorne? an Gallum video prope flumina Lethes 
Errantem ire inter Sylvas & murmura fluctuum ? 
Una ill: it comes, ante alias venerabilis umbras, 
Virgilius, lateriq; heret, nam charior illi 
Nemo tuirt, Gallog; prior nec gratior hoſpes, | 
Novit enim quantum debent ſua Carmina Gallo ; 
Ergo nunc juncto errantes per littora paſſu 
Arva legunt, bibulaq; ambo ex{patiantur arena : 
Nunc & humi feffi recubant, Umbbraq; fruuntur ; 
Interea antiquas iterum juvat ire per artes : 
Ec memorem Calamis revocati in Carmina Phobum; 
Alternant dulces numeros : quz gratia verſuum 
Muſarumg; fuit vivis, quz jungere molles 
Cura modos, eadem lequitut tellure repoftos : 
Szpe ibi Virgilius, captus dulcedine Muſz, 
Varemg; amplexus, dignas pro carmine rows 
Perſolver, ſxpe ingeminans, ------- 
« Tale tuum carmen nobis, divine Poeta, 
' & Quale ſopor feſſis in gramine, quale per zſtum 
« Dulcis aquz (alience hitim reſtinguere rivo. 
Fortunate ſenex | cul tanto copia vati ve 
Contendille erat, & qui vinci dignus haberis, 

Pene 


PS 
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| Pene licet Calamo xquiparas & voce Magiſtrum ; 
Fortunate Senex | Tununc eris alter ab illo. 


Ex Aul. C. 


In obitum J. Dryden Anglorum vatum facile Principis. 


Uod moreris, Drydene, ſenex & grandior annis, 
Invidia juſtum eſt exonerare necem : 
Sed quod Muſa tibi & Carmen juvenile valebar, 
Debita erat Genio-vita ſecunda tuo. 


Ex A©& 


In obitum J. Drydeni Anglorum vatis celeberrimi. 


Haros Drydeni Cineres fervate Camcene, 
| Maturum ſuperis tollice ad aftra ſenem 
Quid pugnas cecinit, teaeros quid Jufit amores 2. 
Si nec Mars Ccelum, nec Cytherea dabit > 
Heroas fruſtra immortales Carmine fecit, 
Si vita, meritis quam dedit, ipſe caret: 
Alre ſuſpiret, Domino moriente, Theatrum, 
| Er gemitu longe mcenia rupra ſonent ; 
Non vano juvat exerceri brachia plauſu, 
Agre ſuthciunt planctibus iſta ſuis, 
Quis melius novit riſu diducere rictum 2? 
Quis, lacrymas Tragica ſollicitare Lyra? 


Myc 
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Sive humili focco, tumido indutuſve Cothurno, 
Hac Sophocles, 113 parte Menander erar. 

Num prope Virgilii veltigia facra ſecutus, 
Angliacos docuic verba Latina modos, 


- Credidimus redivivi animam remeafſe Maronis, 


Er vatem agnovit Mantua Ita {uum : 
Felix morte Senex ! in terris cum tibi fatum 
Nil habuic melius, quod darer, aſtra dedir. 


1n celeberrimum Joannem Dryden Chauceri Sepulchro 
Intectum. 


Uavicer hic longo dormi defuncte labore, 
Dum jungit focios una Caverna finus 
Dumgq; tuas canimus laudes, hc accipe blanda 
Meare, minor Vatum quz tibi turba damus. 
Galtridi exuvias quz priſci incluſerar olim 
loſpice Izcetur Nobilis Urna novo : 
Drydeni cineres terra hac capiente repoſtos, 
Chaucerus tumulo ſplendidiore jacert : 
O par feelices ! hac quis mercede reculet 
Una vobiſcumconcu b uifſe, Mor! ? 


Bzyill Higgons. 


{h 
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In obitum Drydeni- 


Rgo mort potuit, notag; occumbere motbo 
Qui nutu peperit mundos, Heroas & aftris 

Addidit invictos, animaſq; reſolverat Orco 
Semideus Drydenus ? Ubi vis veſtra, Camaene, 
Omnipotens ? Lartices, chorexq; 2 Modig; revulſos 
Qui ſ{copulos animare ſolent? Quid, Apollo, ſalubris 
Ars tua, cum nequeas eyolvere morte Clientem ? 
Cui jam 32: canent volucres ? Quis Panis adoret 
Numen, & indomitum mulcebit Tigrida cantu? 
Dira quis intactum per fulmina Martis Achillem, 
Flammivomaſq; acies ducet ? Quilve eximat atras 
Curarum turmas, & amicos ſubjuger hoſtes ? 
Hoc fiſtat mors ]Jzta trmmpho, atqzexpleac alveum, 


Feſfa ſuis ſpoliis, uno quz vulnere plagas 


Mille dedit, vicaraq; ipſlam demiſit ad umbras. 


Quare, O Melpomene, retices ingrata ? Trageaedus 
More ſuo poſcit lacrymas;z ml dignius unquam 
Prorulic hac ſcena, quam nunc agit: omnia late, 
Drydeno fugiente, filent ; jam reprimic Echo 
Vocem, nec Thamefis fluctus ad liccora volvens 
Ambroſios, ſimulat Rudia indefeſſa Theatri 


Contigu. HEN -_—_— 
Si nolit Dea muſa, Dolor ſua carmina ſol ver. 


Qu'd primum incipiam ? Vate: quo cardine curlum 
Caperat, atq; omnes victor Yolitavic m oras? 
SE” Ille 
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( 10 ) 
Ille ſed haud gradibus, ſub limite protinus altus 
Emicuit, pariterq; omnes, ſeipſumq; reliquit : 
Grande laborantem matrem demiſla levavir 
Pallas, & inflato ſpumavit Apolline natus, 
Quog; die major viſus mortalia ſupra 
Exiluic nimbo eftulgens, Erroris & Umbras 
Dilpulic, afſidueq; ignotas extudit artes. 


Poſtquam animum firmata facrum ſuffullerat ztas, - 


Meta nec ingenio, nec terminus ullus honor1, 
Conſtitic in terram, 6 capur inter ſydera torkit. 
Phantaſia effrznis juſſu penetralia pandir, 

Er cunctas referavit opes, commenta, figuras, 
Errorelq; ſibi implicitos, mixtaſq; chimzras : 
Ille chaos luſtravic equo ſubvectus amandum 
Gorgoneo, flagranſque, citum ceu fulgur ab alto, 
Ardua fſignavir, nec vi, nec luce minor, 


O ubi vis numerum, ſubtiliaq; arma cohortis 
Pacific ! Voces Drydenus detulit omni 
Maceriz parilis, & gemmas condidit auro 
Arte nitente ſua, miraculaq; intima Muſz 
Elicuit, Grzcis nog veſtiganda Pottis. 

Molles harmoniz, verſuſq; Cupidinis alis 
Induti, muleo przcordia czca furore 

Suave ſubintrarunt, magicoq; tremore tenellas 
 Mulſerunt fibras ; Dolor incantatus averno 
Pectoreo ſeceſiir, & ad ſua Tartara fugit, 

Er ſpectra, atq; angues ſtygii propago Tyrann, 
Cantus alterni, varieq; fluentia verba 

Agmine diſcordi, vel ſopivere Tonantem 


De- 


— 


(1. 

Deſuper ore minas Martem, vel amore ſepulcum 

Degeneri excierant, Quam denſo fulmine fitz 
Inſonuere tubz | quanto clangore Phalanges 
Horrebant campis, & inexpugnabilis Heros ! 
Szpe quis in ſcenis.flammantem ftringeret enſem 
Igne micans ſpumaſq; vomens, bellumg; cierer 
Stultas in Orcheſtra, & tabo violaret Olivam. 


Scriptis vita magis divina, Pocta choream. 
Angelicam nova metra docebat, & illa viciſſim 
Nettare facta rigavit : abhinc dein forfitan Error 
Nube fidem involvit ; tamen haud de tramice re&to 
Flexit iter: Venerans divina laude corona 
Illum etiam coluit, dixitq; a Numine numen, 

+ Cur ergo fugit Elyſtos, & vulgus adorans ? 

Quid dabit ulterius Ccelum ? Nihil obſtupet agros 
Sydereos, hymnoſque, & inenarrabile carmen; 
Terris invenit ccelum, & ſuper zthere terras, 
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Nil mortale habuir, niſft mortem ; robora membris, 
Arq; animo vires ſua fudit Muſa; quid illi 
Urbs vitio lethalis, & injucunda ſenectus ? 
4 Sacrilega libare manu, inſontiq; nocere 
Contremuit Febris, genuinum & pene calorem 
Depoluir. Quamvis nimium fera, Parca recidic - 
Jufti morte quidem, ( juſta fi morte Poetas)  \ _ | 
Eluſirq; modis tormenta : Potricus ardor | 
Ignibus expirat veris ; Phcebiq; ſacerdos 
Phabo congemuit ſupremum, & Fratris oloris 
More ſui, puram fundic cum carmine viram. 
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( 12 ) 
Ac veluti ſenio languens, & ſole propinquo, 
Nactivis moritur lammis Hyperionis Ales ; 
Fragranter nebulz cum pompi ſydera lambunt, 
Naturzq; globus patitur, dum facra volucris 
Ad Patrem-redit, & ſecum genus omne trucidat. 
Sic noftras abiit Phenix; ſe nubila pandunt 
Lucida ſub pedibus, revehuntq; per zthera Cali 
Indigenem, ſociumg; viris fociumq; Tonanti. 


At fceti properant cineres turgeſcere ; dignus 
Hzres Congrevins, Geniiq; Monarcha Paterni, 
Inſtaurat lauros, & Famz remigact alas. 


' Orbis ab integro volverur, & aurea ſurger 


ZEtas ; dum facri ſedanti voce minaces 
Drydeno ſuperiim nimbos, & ferrea monftra, 
Congrevioq; ferum vulgus, Paciſq; procellas, 
Aſpirent zterna Deique, & ſceptra Wilhelmi. 


Tho, Wroughton Commenſal, 
E. Trin. Coll. Oxon. 


In Drydenum, Oxon. 


a 


Uſarum comes inſigais, Pheebiq; ſacerdos 
Drydenus, vatum Gloria, mortefler, 
Muſa gemir pannis, curilq; ſeneſcit Apollo, 
Numinis & mceſtus damnart inane decus : 
Surge age, quid differs racicurna Britannia luftus, 
Proffer, amans, vati debica dona tuo ; 


Sparge 


rr 


a - 


Crarge ſuos fAlores, propriaq: hunc cinvito lauro 

ae FOLCH, PrYp ro ee, 
Sic ver xternum floreat in tumulo; 

f.. qui, Orpheo fimilis, {1 iterum revocabis, adempto 
Quz cicinit vivus carmina, ſola dabis. 


Rydenus Vatum Princeps & Carminis Audtor, 
Phcebi Deliciz Pieridumq; Decus ; 
Naturz fed & artis Apex, Amor Urbis & Au 
Flos Sxcli, Grantz Gloria, Gentis Honos ; 
Aauri Tutamen Socci Laus atq; Cothurni : 
Cui nil poſt Flores defuit atq; Fidem. 


Cambridge, May 14. 
1700. 


* In Joannem Dryden Poetarum facile Principem: 1 
: \ 
| C [ quis in has zdes intret fortaſse Viator , > 
Buſta Poetarum dum veneranda noter, = 
Cernat & exuvias Drydeni : plura referre >| 
Haud opus, ad laudes Vox ea ſola ſatis. | ; 


Gulielmus Marſton, A. M. 
Trin, Coll. Can. 
D d 


I 


CS] 


In 0bitum Joannus Dryden: Poet inter optimos 
Celeberrim. 


Inis ( quod aiunt ) coronat opus, 


þ Ita & Principium. Hoc Parcis innocuic. 

Uc hujus & alterius ſzcli ergo claudant & incipiant 
Mortuorum agmen, conſuluere optime 

Rapiendo Maximos : Drydenum icilicet & Beaumontium, 
Hunc Theologum, Poctarum akerum ſummum & uttimum. 


JT, A, M. Cantab. 


Drydemi Epitaphium. 


Des alma Petri, qua non Auguſtior ulla, 
Magnorum ſervat Nomina & Offa Viriim, 
Drydeni cape Reliquias, non carior Umbra, 
Non tibi depoſitum grandius efle poteſt : 
A Te partus Honos annis puerilibus, a Te 
Mcernum noſcic Flebilis Urna decus. 


_— —_ I" EET F ER 


— ————_ 


In obitum celeberrimi Joannis Dryden Armigeri 
Poete Lauro longe Digniſſims. 


Ccidit heu Vacum Przſul, tibi Laurus, Apollo ! 


Hinc patet & cancum fallere poſle Deum : 
| Hoc 


Ws 
toc furc Oraculam ; tu femper Laure virefces, 
Unde Igicur Lauri pallet imago tur ? 


——_—_———— 


In Eundem. 


Armora Chaucert lacrymas, Couleiaq; lift, 
Dum Drydene pium perficis Arce Chorum. 


Dormis ? an Moreris? non dormio : Muſa Pottis 
Vix dormire dedit ; fed minus illa mori. 


N. E. 


I obitum celeberrimi J. Dryden Armigers. 


Pargite Pierides, lugubri ornate Cupreſſu 
Fraternum tumulum, ſpargite ſaxa Roſs. 

Archipoeta obiit, viridantis GloriaLaurus, 
Quz, lIxta olim Hujus cingere plexa caput, ; 

Jam proprium fleQir, languens & marcida, Fati 
Viſa volens Domini participare ſui. 

Extin&to Phobo, Stellz nos unde minores 
Lucemus radios Verſiculiq; Modos ? 

Unde Elegia tibidabicur Drydene ? Aganippe 

| Sacra eſt cum Venis arida facta tuis. 

Condere Magnates propria ut Monumenta folebanc 
Vivi, ne Reliquis non bene culta forent ; 

Teq; ctiam optandumeſt Tumuli, dum vixeris, Oden 
( Impote quoquam alio ) compoſuiſle tuam. 
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( 16 ) 

Si ſpectas Vatem, quam clarus Apollinis arte - 
Qua, licer extinctus, vivit & ulq; viger. 
Dramatibus facile Princeps ; nunc iple Theatro 

Exiit, exacta eſt Fabula, Scena cadit, 


Edv. Wright. 


De Eodem- 


© bn peterem Muſam ! demerla 2.tibus Omnes, 

| - Lugentes Fratris fata ſuprema ſui. 

Dryden mortem obiit celebris ! quis talia fando 
Temperet a lacrymis ! Prafica falla fuge. 

Invida cum vero fecuic Filum Atropos, anni 
Optavit Florem tempora verna legens, 

Cum rident agri variorum flore Colorum, 
Singulus & przber florida Serta frutex. 

Jam ceſſent Saphonis avis modulamine, Sapho 
Cantare, in Dryden fit Nota verſa gravis. 

Sj taceant homines, clamarent Saxa, Ferxq; 
Indeplorata & non ſua fara finant, 

Dum vero occumbis, nec eris revocandus ab ullo, 


Quod dici ſupereſt, Sir tibi terra levis. 


Joh. Wright. 


EF) 


Joannt Dryden Poet 'amSeuis 


TV Liquido delate Biformis in Arhere V atcs, 
( Olim Mzxonij Carminis Ales eras. ) 
Accipe Cognatos fert quos Tibi C yo ras i OnOrgs : 
Non nifi Cy2gzes Laus tua digaa modis. 
At Turpes abſint Luftus, nam Fuaus inane, 
Nulla ſupervecuo Nznia more juvyat. 


Aidoenus Swan. 


\ 


Ad Poetarum © Maximum. 


E laudare opus eft, Muſis & Apolline dignum 
Te laudare quidem ſolus Apollo poteſt. 
Carmiona Scripfiſti Tu plurima Apolline digna, 
Nunc Te digna ſemel Carmina Apollo canat. 


Tobn Sparlin:. 


Epitaphium Johannis Dryden Poet Laureats. 


IC ſocios inter, vates cultiflime, Drydez ; 
Qui Sacra juſſus cingere fronde caput. 
Purior ele&ro verbis tibi vena diſertis 
Labitur, ut placidis Thameſis unda vadis. 
Ipſe potens tragico ſuras viacire cothurno, 
Czxſa gemit numeris turba maligna tuis. © 
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'= 8 tao Coctum culrius orc a. 
S; linzua Angiizenam fatis innoteſceret ordi, 


Tc, Thameſis, Tiberi dicerct efle parem. [ 


© C; 


11 Memoriam Johannis Dry den Armigert om- 
nibis numerts abſoluts. 


EM O Poctarum lic {cripfit, nemo Sepulchro 
Aut potuit moriens Nobiliore Tegi. 
Inde jacent cineres Chaucer, atqute inde Denhantd 
Umbraque dat focios dextra, finiſtra (inus. 
Sed quod in Aternos jam vivis mortuus Annos, = 
Inſequiturque Tuos Aﬀequa Fama rogos, = ; 
Hoc tibi non totum debes, dum Garthzs amicum 
Et Moztacutus junxerit almus opem. 
Nec tibi defuncto ſic grates ſolveret tas, 
Ni darct Hic Landes, Hic Monuments darct. 


+ 


C Ex Civitate | F 
Lonadinenſi Maij Henricus I EYVHO0M:s 


Viceſlimo tertio, 
I 700. OE 


{2 pang Ccelo, Melpomene, ſemel 


Cui naſcituro carmine plauſeris 


Hunc mortuum facrare PleAro 
Et rapidi nece vindicare, 
Vixit choreis ſemper Idoneus, 


Er 


(19 
Er militavit non fire gloria, 
Detunctus idem jam Beat! 
Pars veneranda chort futurus .; 
Quo major altcr non fuit, unpiger 
Bello potentes {cu canerct duces, 
Seu res agreſtes dulce avens, 
Dulce tuba cccinifle novir. 
Teſtis mearum Calliope ſacra 
Sententiarum, & tu Polyhymnia, 
Utriſque ſocco vel cothurno 
Perpetuos meruit Triumphos. 
Novem Sororum maxime Pontifex, 
Semper futurus maximus es, lavat 
Qua fabuloſus Camus arva 
Qua riguus Tameſinus Amnis. 
Abſint, Amici, Funere nazniz 
Triſteſque luQtus mittite, non obir, 
( Ut Zoilus vult ) veQtus alis 
Pegaſeis Acheronta fugit. 
Si dulcem haberent Orphea Tartara, 
Effet laboris Siſyphus immemor, 
Tutus Prom: theus, nec minaces 
Eumenidum quereretur Angues. 
Hic arte Chaucer nixus, & hic merens 
Couleins arces attigit igneas, 
Quos inter accumbens Drydenus 
Net&tareos bibit ore Succos. 
Buſti caduci mitte ſuperfluos - 
Sculptor labores, ori hominum omanium 


Mandatus, excellentiora 
Ipſe fibi Monumenta ftruxit. 
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P.W. Trin. Coll. Cart. 


1n Ohitum Celeverrime Poete Joannis Dryden, 
e Arm ger "3 


> wh Anzlorun Magnus, cujuſque {enilem 

()-navit nuper frontem Parnaſſia Laurus, 
Stve Cothurnatum molitur Muſa laborem, 

Sive Icom ludit Soccum, ſeu grande Maronis 
Immort:l1s Epos tentat, ſeu Carmine pingit 

MorJ1ci mores hominum, nunc occidit, eheu! 
Occiclir, atque tulit ſecum Permeſlidos undas ; 
Er Fontem, exhauſit totum Drydenzus Heros. 

Heu miſerande ſenex | Jam frigida tempora circum 
Marcetlit Laurus, Muſz, mceſtiffima turba 
Circumltant, largoque hume&ane Imhre cadaver: 
Shefferlaum en video lacrymis multoque dolore 
Formoſum, xztatis Flaccum, Vati{que Patronum ; 

Te Montacuti, Te cujus Muſa Triumphos 

Carmine Boyneos cecinit, Magnumque Wizlhelmum 
A-cernavit, & olim Boynarn, 1gnobile flumen; 
Teque, O! Er Legum, & Myfarum gloria ! Et alter 
MW-enas ; cui Lingua olim facunda Iabantem 
Defendit Vitrz Cauſam ; nec terruit Aula 

Vos, O jam tanguant funera vatis ! 


Prava jubens 
Jamque dies aderat, magna ſtipante caterv3, 


Quo 


Cat” 

Quo Pizbex cohors ſacras comita. ur ad urnam 
R :q ias, & Suprewum pia ſolvir Honorem ; 
Jimque graves planctus, jamque il'z: abile murmur 
4.110 Melpomenis I:te, dum noſter Apollo 
Flebilis ance omanes, Sacvils, triſtia ducit 
A:mina Pieridum, Cytharamque accomodat Odz ; 

Ipſe ego, dum totidem comitentur Funcra Muſz, 
Tpic ſequar mcuitus; Buſtum venerabile flctu 
Cirminibuſque ſtruam multis, Animamque Poetz 
His falrem Donis cumulabo, & fungar inau 


Munere - 
At Te Muſa mori vetat, O! Poſt Fata, vel ipſa 


Marmora, cum annorum fuerint rubiginc lcabra, 
Major eris vivo ; Tibi Scripta perenntus zre 

Aut Saxo, condent Monum-ntum xterne pcr Orbem, 
Secula cuntta legant, & Te mirentur 1 1llis. 


Toannes Phillips, 


Interiors Templi Alumnus. 


In Obitum Dryden Celeberrims. 


Langite Pierides, Dryden: plangite Mortem, 
P Quem Parcz nuper ſurripuere truces : 
Sic Jovss imperium voluit ! Gens Anglica luget 

Abreprum Vatem, non habitura parem. 
Non opus ct Tumuli, ron pompz Funeris illi, 
Dum valeant Muſz, Virgiliuſ{que manet. 


Clobery Bromley, 14. Annorum. | 
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Ta Obitum Dryden Defideratiſjin?. 


UEM peperere novem Muſz, Rex alter amabart, 
Mors timuit, Cale Fupzrer iple locat. 
Qui c:men in Calo eſt, (heu lamentabile Fatum ! ) 
Invida at 1ndigno pulvere terra premit. 
Mors habet, at timuit: Ccelo eſt, quem terra recondit 
Qui cecinit, mutus ; Qui moriturque Canit. 


-D. A. Ex Aide Chriſti Oxon. 


"Eur mw Odyorw TS Iakvs Ts Atud & : * Eoiygxudt 
 Myd\vvs, 35 $1A® iy, Aagb3ty, nol 5 SING& xls ; 


ef : 2 S ” &« o 
r1S%ow ou TANoTs et O5, en Iont. 
Joſephus Warren, 


Mg&A65 Ty * EmIT&Otoy. 


*enla' © APYAHNOE,” vXiis T&Aiv &5800 ions, 
NonTor BxoiAcvs une ww Arafr Tots. 
AxKgeuytuTt, Gtx, EAu@rx wats Tegyadls, 
N'; 1%A%1& CKH 1, Aotpux TmOANK Ix vaw. 
Apudlwaw rugs, METH Oryces" ids myks 
FfoarThuoew VAap wh AaGe, HAAG: dURE. 
Tov &T t7@v &T0; uot, Tones Had UTE, 
Ove gy ty Iigtylw, 54 &n7 A'V on O- EXW- 
Aﬀiitxag Ti WHhatix : O8as Kia ny tlvoL 
Of TaFw ; tfoupn; udguares, Rs 3 CLASS. 
Rob. Muchall, A. B. E Coll. Trin. Oxoz- 


I 


(23) 


In Obitum Johannis Dryden _Armzger:, Pottd! 


omnbus numeris abſolutt. 


Ternam precor, Xternum miſcr iſte ſileſcat; 
Cut nunc ingrato lingua filere poteſt, 
Impia perpetuis damanctur vita tenebris, 
| Inter cognartas deliteatque feras. 
Exulert in.!ignus noſtris procul exulet oris 
Ad Scythiz, ad (vas Tartarizve plagas ; 
Alma ub doctrinz ſacre non lumina fulgent, 
Error ubi & feritas barbara regnat ovars. 
Se! quis divino Muſarum 1nimicus hono'' 
O'lituſque tui nominis eſſe potelt ? 
| Q"cm non, o vates, mi-a dulcedine mulſir 
Cingua rua Zonys, Lingua canora modis? 
Qa-cm non elatzx numeroſ1 ſuperbia Muſt 
_ Vovn, migniloquis Muſa fevera ſonis ? 


Fallor, an ipſe etiam videor ſentire citatum 


Morum inflammari meque calore novo ? 


Sentio Muſa ſua causaq; animata ſuperbit, 


Ft mens 1nfolito plena furore tumet. 
O milii Drydenzs infurgant carmina verbis 
| Digne Drydeniam, luzeam ut ipſe necem. 
Tu tanrus, nemo exprimeret difpendia ranti; 


* Sunt ploranda {uo carmine fata ſua. 


Quliter Antonius Cleopatre tunera deflet, 
Qaliter Antony vel Cleopatra ſui. 
| Sed Lingua ifta filer, qui olim dicente filebant 
Omnia, & ingratos compoſuere ſonos \ 
Lingua cui toties, iylvz lapideſque ſequaces, 
Er cumida immenſi paruit unda frett. 
[Barbara quz toties mollivit peCtora vidtris 


Cd 


(RD - 
(Qno ſolum potuit) funcre vitta filer. 
O Solitos ponas ludo) lugubre theatrum, 
Ponas ſcena tuos delicioſa jocos. - 
Aut {tem lai reſonent plangori'>us, olim 
Quz plauſu effuſo perſonuere loca. 
Vos caltz Muſe lachrymas miſcete, Poetam 
Ploreſque extintum Phoebe Poeta tuum. 
Muſarum cert a Mubs plorandus amator, 
Carmine & excellens, carmine dignus crit. 
Cur auczm plorent Muſx, cur meftus Apollo, 
Cur mage non Calum [ztiti4 omne fſonet ? 
Nam ſunt Divinz Muſz, Divinus Apollo, 
Atgue eſt Divinis additus ille choris. 
Excercet cantum, accumbens menſiſque Deorum 
Intentis dicit carmina amzna Deis. 
Quem longum optaſtis nunc iovida Numina habetis, 
Et frueris, vates Delie, vate tuo. 
'Outinam tua vita #terna, ut ſcripta, fuiſſer, 
Scripta niſi extremo non peritura die. 
Vos ſuperi, (modo cum ſuperis contendere fas (it ) 
Aut Cclum facts inlimulare ſuis, 
Cur vos ſupra alios i!li ornamenta dediſtis 
Non longos etian1 lupri alioſque dies ? 
Cur mortal: 2omin1 mens immortalior inſir, 
Omne niſi in vita fit ſimiliſque Deo? 
D1y 1nis autem noſtrum eſt ſubmittere juſſis, 
Er velle, zterni quod voluere Det. 
Se 1:vius damnum ut fiat, Congreve relurgas, 
'Et felix pergat carmine Muſa novo. 
Ipſe Po:ta locum poſſis (upplere Poetz 
Fuigebitque ſu funerc, vita tua. 
Cum moritur Phenix hoc quod compenſet habemus, 
Ex ſummio eſt Phzaix altera nata rogo, | 
Jo. Wyvill e Col. Sacroſanite & individue Trinitatis Catab. 
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